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T   H   E 


NEWBATH  GUIDE. 


PART    THE    FIRST. 


\ 


The  New  BATH  GUIDE 


LETTER      I. 


Mifs  Jenny  W— d— r,  to  Lady  Eliz.  M-d-ss> 
at  Caftle,  North. 


A  View  from  the  Parades  at  Bath,  with  fome  Account 
of  the  Dramatis  Persons. 


l3  WEET  are  yon'  hills  that  crown  this  fertile  vale  ! 
Ye  genial  fprings!  Pierian  waters,  hail! 

Hail  woods  and  lawn !    Yes — oft  I'll  tread 

Yon'  pine-clad  mountain's  fide. 

Oft  trace  the  gay  enamell'd   mead. 

Where  Avon  rolls  his  pride. 

B  z  Sure 


(     4     ) 

Sure,  next  to  fair  Casta lia's  ftreama. 
And  Find  us*  flow'ry  path, 

Apollo  moil  the  fprings  efteems. 
And  verdant  meads  of  Bath. 


The  Mufes  haunt  thefe  hallow'd  groves. 

And  here  their  vigils  keep. 
Here  te-ach  fond  Avains  their  haplefs  lores 

In  gentle  drains  to  weep. 

From  water  fprung,  like  flow'rs  from  dew. 

What  troops  of  bards  appear  I 
The  god  of  verfe  and  phyfic  too, 

Infpires  them  twice  a  year. 

Take  then  my   friend,    the  fpriglitly  rhyme. 
While  }'ou  inglorious  wafte  your  prime^ 


At 


(    s    ) 

At  home  in  cruel  durance  pent. 
On  dull  domeftic  cares  intent. 
Forbid,    by  parent's  harin  decree. 
To  fhare   the  joys  of  Bath  with  me. 
I'll-judging  Parent!  bliad  to  merit. 
Thus  to  confine  a  Nymph  of  fpirit  \ 
"With  all   thy  talents  doom'd  to  fade 
And  wither  in  th'  unconfcious  Ihade ! 
I  vow,  my  dear,  it  moves  my  fpleen. 
Such  frequent  inftances  I've  feen 
Of  fathers,  cruel  and  unkind. 
To  all  paternal  duty  blind. 
What  wretches  do  we  meet  with  often, 
Whofe  hearts  no  tendernefs  can  foften  ! 
Sure  all  good  authors  Ihould  expofe 
Such  Parents,  both  in  verfe  and  profe. 
And   Nymphs    infpire  with  refolution 
Ne'er  to  fubmit  to  perfecution. 


^  3  This 


(     6     ) 

This  vvholefome  fatire  much  enhances 

The  merit  of  our  beil  romances. 

And  modern  plays  that  I  could  mention, 

With  judgment  fraught,  and  rare  invention. 

Are  written  with  the   fame   intention. 

But,  thank  my  ftars !  that  wortliy  pair. 

Who  undertook  a  guardian's  care. 

My  fpirit  never  have  confin'd ; 

(An  inilance  of  their  gen'rous  mind) 

i^or  Lady  B — n — r — d,   my  aunt, 

Herfelf  propofed  this   charming  jaunty 

All  from  redundancy   of  care  -. 

For  Sim,  her  fav'rite  {9n  and  heirs 

To  him   the  joyous  hours  I  owe 

That  Bath's  enchanting  fcenes  beftow ; 

Thanks  to  her  book  of  choice  receipts 

•I'l-at  ramper'd  him  'with  fav'ry  meats; 


1 


No* 


(     7     ) 

Nor  lefs  that  day  defer ves  a  blefTing 

She  cramm'd  his  filler  to  excefs  in : 

For  now  flie  fends  both  fon  and  daughter 

For  crudities  to  drink   the  water. 

And  here  they  are,  all  bile  and  fpleen. 

The  llrangeft  fifh  that  e'er  were  feen ; 

With  Tabby  Runt,  their  maid,  poor  creature j 

The  queercft  animal  in   nature. 

I'm   certain   none   of  Hogarth's  (ketches 

E'er  form'd  a   fet  of  ftranger  wretches, 

I   own,  my  dear,  it  hurts  my  pride. 

To  fee  them   bUnidering  by  my  fide : 

My  fpirits   flag,  my  life   and  fire 

Is  mortify 'd  au  dcfcf^oir^ 

When  Sim,   unfafliionable  ninny. 

In  public  calls  me  coiifin  Jennj\ 

And  yet,   to  give  the  wight  his  due. 

He  has  fome  fliare  of  humour  too. 


A  comic 


(      8     ) 

A  comic  vein  of  pedant  learning 

His  converfation  you'll   difcern  in. 

The  oddefl  compound  you  can  fee 

Of  fhrevvdnefs  and  fimplicity. 

With  natural  ilrokes  of  aukward  wit. 

That  oft,  like   PaPvTHIan  arrows,  hit 

For  when  he  feems  to  dread   the  foe, 

Ke   alwajs  Ilrikes   the  hardeft  blow; 

And  when  you'd  think  he  means  to  flatter, 

His  panegyrics  turn   to  fatire ; 

But  then  no  creature  you  can  find 

Knows  half  fo  little  of  mankind. 

Seems  always   blundering   in  the  dark. 

And   always   making   fome   remark ; 

Remarks  that  fo  provoke  one's  laughter. 

One  can't  imagnie  what  he's  after : 

And  fure  you'll  thank  me  for  exciting 


In  Sim  a  woncercus  itch  for  writing: 


With 


(     9     ) 

With  all  his  ferious  grimace 

To  give  defcriptions  of  the  place. 

No  ddubt  his  mother  will  produce 

His  poetry  for  general  life. 

And  if  his  bluntnefs  dees  not   fright  you. 

His  obfervatlons  mufl  delight  you ; 

For  truly  the  good  creature's  mind 

Is  honed,  generous,  and  kind : 

If  unprovok'd,  will  ne'er  difpleafe  ye. 

Or  ever  make  one  foul  uneafy,— 

I'll  try  to  make  his  fifter  Pr  u  e  •    ' 

Take  a  fmall  trip  to  ? Indus  too. 


And  Me  the  Nine  fiiall  all  infpirc 
To  tune  for  thee  the  warbling  lyre; 
For  thee  the  Mufe  fhall  every  day 
Speed,  by  the  poft,  her  rapid  way. 


For 


{      10       ) 

For  thee,  my  friend^  I'll  oft  explore 

Deep  treafures  of  romantic  lore  : 

Nor  wonder  if  I  gods  create. 

As  all  good  bards  have  done   of  late; 

'Twill  make  my  verfe  run  fmooth  and  eren, 


To  call  new  deities  from  heaven: 


Come  then,  thou  goddefs  I   adore ! 
But  foft — my  chairman's  at   the  door. 
The  ball's  begun — my  friend,  no  more. 


1 


> 


J 


Bath,  1766. 


J- 


W— D— R. 


LETTER 


(  II  ) 


LETTER      II. 


Mr.  Sim  KIN    B—n— r— d's   to    Lady    B^n— r— d, 
at  H?JI,  North, 


,  Mr.  B-— N — R — b*s  Refledlons  on  his  arrival  at  Bath, 
The  Cafe  of  hlmfelf  and  Company.- The  Ac- 
quaintance he  commences,    &c,   ^-c. 


V  V  E  all  are  a  wonderful  diilance  from  home  \ 
Two  hundred  and  fixty   long  miles  are  we  come ! 
And  fure  you'll  rejoice,   my  dear  mother  to  hear 
Wc  arc  Mdy  arriv'd  at  the  fign  of  the  Bear, 
'Tis  a  plaguy   long  way ! — but  I   ne'er  can   repine. 
As  my  ftomach  is  weak,  and  my  fpirus  decline  : 


For 


(       12       ) 

For  the  people  fay  here, — be  whatever  your  cafe. 

Your  fure  to   get  well,  if  you  come  to  tliis   place. — 

Mifs  Jenny  made  fun,  as  fhe  always  is  wont. 

Of  Prudence  my  filler,  and  Tabitha  Runt; 

And  every  moment  fhe  heard  me  complain, 

Dcclar'd  I   was  vapour'd,    and  langh'd  at  my  pain. 

What  tho'  at  De^clzes  I   fed  pretty  hearty. 

And  made   a  good  meal,  like  the  reft  of  the  party. 

When  I  came  here  to  Bathf  not  a  bit  could  I  eat, 

Tho'  the  man  at   the  Bear  had  provided  a  treat; 

And  fo  I  went  quite  out  of  fpirits  to  bed. 

With  wind  in  my   ftomach,  and  noife  in  my  head. 

As  we  all  cam,e  for  health    ( as  a  body  may  fay ) 

I  fent  for  the  dodor  the  very  next  da}'. 

And  the  dodor  was  pleas'd,  tho'  fo  ihort  was  the  warning. 

To  come  to  our  lodging  betimes  in  the  morning ; 

He  look'd  very  thoughtful  and  grave,  to  be  fare. 

And  I  faid  to  myfelf, — There's  no  hopes  of  a  cure ! 

But 


(     '3     ) 

But  I  thought  I  fiiould  faint,  when  I  faw  hiiH;,  dear  mouio^ 
Feel  my  pulfe  with  one  hand,  with  a  watch  in  the  other ; 
No  token  of  death,   that  is  heard  in  the  night. 
Could  ever  have  put  me  fo  much  in  a  fright  9 
Thinks  I — 'tis  all  over — my  fentence  is  pall. 
And  now  he  is  counting  how  long  I  may  lall— = 
Then  he  look'd  at—,  and  his  face  grew  fo  long, 
I  'm  fure  he  thought  fomething  within  me  was  wrong.— 
He  determin'd  our  cafes,  at  length,  (G — d  preferve  us!) 
I'm  bilious,  I  find,  and  the  women  are  nervous ; 
Their  fyftems  relax'd,  and  all  turn'd  topfy-turvy, 
With  hypochondriacs,  obllru(ftions,  and  fcurvy  i 
And  thefe  are  diftempers  he  muft  know  the  whole  on. 
For  "he  talk'd  of  the  peritoneum  and  colon. 
Of  phlegmatic  humours  opprefiing  the  women. 
From  foEculent  matter  that  fwells  the  abdomen ; 
But  the  noife  I  hav   heard  in  my  bowels  like  thunder. 
Is  a  flatus,  I  find.,  in  my  left  hjpochonder. 


iii 


(     H     ) 

So  plenty  of  mcd'cines  each  day  does  he  fend 

Pojl  Jt?igu!as  lijuidas  fedes  fumei:d* 

Ad  crepitus  'i'efper'  i^  ?7ia7i   pramon.iend' ', 

In  Englifh  to  fay,  we  muH  fwallow  a  potion 

For  driving  out  wind  after  every  motion ; 

The  fame  to  continue  for  three  weeks  at  kafi:, 

Ecfore  we  may  venture  the  waters  to  tafle. 

Hve  times  have  I  purg'd,  yet  I'am  forry  to  tell  ye 

I  iind  the  fame  gnawing  and  wind  in  m v  belly ; 

Butj  without  any  doubt,  I  fliall  find  myfelf  ftronger. 

When  I've  took  the  fame  phyfic  a  week  or  two  longer. 

He  gives  little  Tabby"  a  great  many  dofcs, 

For,  he  fays,  the  poor  creature  has  got  the  Cblorojis, 

Or  a  ravenous  Pkay  fo  brought  on  the  vapours 

JBy  fwallowing  ftufF  fne  had  read  in  tiie  papers ; 

And  often  I've  mar^'eli'd  fhe  fpent  fo  much  money 

In  WaUr-dock  EJfcjice,   and  Baljam  of  Ho7iey  ; 


I 

J 


Such 


(     15     ) 

Such  tinctures,  elixirs,  fuch  pills  have  I  feen, 

I  never  could  wonder  her  face  was  fo  green. 

Yet  he  thinks  he  can  very  foon  fet  her  to   right 

With  Tefik'  Eqnijt^  that  fhe  takes  every  night ; 

And  v/hen  to  her  fpirlts  and  {Irength  he  has  brought  her. 

He  thinks  fne  may  venture  to  bathe  in  the  water. 

But  Prudence  Is  forc'd  every  day  to  ride  out. 

For,  he  fays,  (he  wants  thoroughly  jumbling  about. 

Now  it  happens  in  this  very  houfe  Is  a  lodger, 

Whofe  name's  Ni cod  emus,   but  fome  call  him  Roger  ; 

And  Roger's  fo  kind  as  my  filler  to  bump 

On  a  pillion,  as  foon  as  fhe  comes  from  the  pump  \ 

He's  a  pious  good  man,  and  an  excellent  fcholar. 

And  I  think  it  Is  certain  no  harm  can  befall  her ; 

For  Roger  is  conilantly  faying  his  prayer?. 

Or  ^ir^ging  fome  fpirltual  hymn  en  the  ftalrf. 

But  my  coufm  Mifs  Jenny's  as  frefli  as  .1  rofe. 

And  the  Captain  attends  her  wbere'^er  flvs  goes; 

C  z  Fcrc 


(     i6     ) 

And  the  Captain's  a  njoorthy  good  fort  of  a  man 3 
For  he  calls  ia  upon  us  whenever  he  can. 
And  often  a  dinner  or  fupper  he  takes  here. 
And  Jenny  and  he  talks  of  Milton  and  ShakespeaR] 
For  the  life  of  me  now  I  can't  think  of  his  name, 
But  we  all  got  acquainted  as  foon  as  we  came. 
Don't  wonder,  dear  mother,  In  verfe  I  have  writ. 
For  Jenny  declares  I've  a  good  pretty  wit; 
She  fa}'s  that  flie  frequently  fends  a  few  verfes 
To  friends  and  acquaintance,  and  often  rehearfes ; 
Declares  'tis  the  fafliion ;  and  all  the  world  knows 
There's  nothing  fo  fUihy,  fo  vulgar  as  profe. 
And  I  hope,  as  I  write  without  any  ccnncflion, 
I  fhail  make  a  great  figure  In  Dodsley's  Colle(f\ion ; 
At  leafl,  when  he  choofes  his  book  to  encreafe, 
I  may  take  a  fmall  flight  as  ■a.fngiti-ve  piece  ;— 
But  now,  my  dear  mother,  I'm  quite  at  a  Hand, 
So  I  reft  your  moll  dutiful  Ton  to  command, 
Bath,  1766.  S— —  P-«'N— R — Da 


f  17  ) 


LETTER      III. 


Mifs  Jenny  W — d — r,  to  Lady  Eiiz.  M-d-ss, 
at  Caflle,  North. 


The    Birth    of   Fashion,    a    Specimen  of  s 

Modern  Ode. 


s 


U  R  E  there  are  charms  by  Heaven  afTign'd 
To  modifh  life  alone; 
A  grace,  an  air,  a  tafte  refin'd. 
To  vulgar  fouls  unknown. 


C  5  Natur$> 


Nature.,  ny  friend,  profufe  in  vain. 

May  every  gift  impart ; 
If  unimprcv'd,  they  ne'er  can  gaiVs 

An  empire  o'er  the  heart. 


Drcfs  be  our  care  in  this  gay  fcene 
Of  Pieafure's  bell  abode  : 

Enchanting  Drcfs !  if  well  I  ween. 
Meet  fabjca  for  an  Ode. 


Come  then,  nymph  of  various  mcirf;, 
"^'otary  true  of  Beauty's  queen. 
Whom  tlie  }:oung  and  ag'd  adore. 
And  thy  different  arts  explore, 
F  A  s  H  I  o  N,  come  ;  —  On  me  a-whi!c 
Deign,  fantalh'c  nymph,  to  fmile.. 


Mori  a 


-     (     19     ) 

M  o  R  I  A  *  thee,  in  times  of  }'ore. 
To  the  motley  Proteus  bore ; 

He,  in  bi (hop's  robes  array 'd,  -| 

I 

Went  one  n-ght  to  mafquerade,  )> 

Where  thy  fimple  mother  ftray'd ;  J 

She  was  clad  like  harmlefs  quaker. 

And  was  pleas'd  my  lord  fhould  take  her  ^ 

By  the  waift,  and  kindly  fhake  her  5  J 

And,  with  look  demure,,  faid  Ihe;, 

**  Pray,  my  Lord, — do  ^m  kfionx)  me  /*' 

He,  with  foothing,  flattering  arts. 

Such  as  win  all  female  hearts. 

Much  extoll'd  her  wit  and  beauty^ 

And  declar'd  it  was  his  duty. 

As  fhe  was  a  maid  of  honour. 


To  confer  his  bleffing  on  her> 


*  The  Goddefs  of  Folly, 


There: 


(       20      ) 

There,  'raid  drefs  of  various  hue, 
Crimfcn,  yellow,  green,  and  blue. 
All  on  furbelows  and  laces, 
SHpt  Into  her  chafte  embraces ; 
Then,  like  fainted  rogue,  cry'd  he, 
Little  Quaker — -jou  hio^w  me** 


<< 


Fili'd  with  thee  {be  went  to  France^ 
Land  renown'd  for  complalfance, 
Vers'd  in  fclence  debonair. 
Bowing,  dancing,  dreffing  hair ; 
There  fhe  chofe  her  habitation, 
Fix*d  thy  place  of  education. 
Nymph,  at  thy  aufplclous  birth, 
Hebe  flrew'd  with  flow'rs  the  earth j. 
Thee  to  welcome,  all  the  Graces 
Deck'd  in  rufHes,  deck'd  in  laces,. 


Lcadj 


(       21       ) 

With  tlie  God  of  Love  attended. 
And  the  Cyprian  queen  defcended. 
Now  you  trip  it  o'er  the  globe. 
Clad  in  party-colour 'd  robe, 
And,  with  all  thy  mother's  fenfe. 
Virtues  of  your  fire  difpenfe. 


Goddefs,  if  from  hand  like  mine, 
Aught  be  worthy  of  thy   {hrine. 
Take  the   flow'ry  wreath  I.   twine. 
Lead,  oh!    lead  me  by   the  hand. 
Guide  me  with  thy  magic  wand. 
Whether  deck'd  In   lace   and   ribbons. 
Thou  appear'^,  like  Mrs.  G  i  b  b  o  n  s. 
Or  the  Nymph  of  fmiling  lock. 
At  Bath  yclept  Janetta    Cook. 
Bring,   O  bring  thy  effence-pot. 
Amber,   muik,  and   bergamot. 


f 


Eai\ 


(  22   ] 

Eau  de  chipre^  eau   de  luce. 

Sans  pareil,  and  citron  juice. 

Nor  thy  band-box  leave  behind, 

Fill'd  with  fhores  of  every  kind; 

All  th'  enraptur'd  bard  fuppofes. 

Who  to  Fancy    odes   compofes ; 

All   that  Fancy's  felf  has  feign'd. 

In   a  band-box  is   contained  : 

Painted  lav/ns,  and  chequer'd   (hades,  -^ 

Crape  that's  worn  by  love-lorn  maids. 


I 

Water'd  tabbies,  flower'd  brocades ;  -J 


Vi'lets,  pinks,  Italian  pofies. 
Myrtles,  jeffamin,  and  rofes, 
Aprons,  caps  and  'kerchiefs  clean, 
Straw-built  hats,  and  bonnets  green, 
Catguts,  gauzes,  tippets,  rufTs, 
Fiins,  and  hoods,  and  feather'd  muffs. 


Stomachers, 
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Stomachers,  and  paris-nets,  -^ 

I 

Ear-rings,   necklaces,    aigrcts,  ^ 

I 

Fringes,   blonds,    and  mlgnionets ;  J 

Fine  vermilion  for  the  cheek. 

Velvet  patches  a  la  grcc^ue. 

Come,  but  don't  forget  the  gloves. 

Which,  with  all  the  fmiiing  loves, 

Venus  caught  young   Cupid  picking 

From  the  tender   breaft  of  chicken; 

Little  chicken  worthier  far, 

Tlian  the  birds  of  Juno's  car. 

Soft  as  Cytherea's  dove. 

Let  thy  fkin  my  (kin  improve  ; 

Thou  by  night  {halt  grace   my  arm, 

Aftd   by  day   Ihalt  teach  to  charm. 


Then,  O  fweet  goddefs,  bring  with  thee 
Thy  boon  attendant  Gaiety, 


Laughter, 
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Laughter,  Freedom,  Mirth  and  Eafe, 
And  all   the  fmiling  deities ; 
Fancy,  fpreading  painted  fails. 
Loves  that  fan  with   gentle  gales.— 

But  hark ! methinks  I  hear  a  voice, 

My  organs   all  at  once  rejoice  ; 

A  voice  that  fajSy  or  feems  to  fay 

**  Sifter,    haften,    fifter  gay, 

**  Come  to  the  pump-room— come  away, 


)j 


1 
J 


Bath,  1766,  J——  W—d — R. 


LETTER 
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L  E  1'  T  E  R      IV. 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B — N — R — D  to  Lady  B — n — r — d^ 
at Hall,  North. 


Ji  Consultation  of  Physicians, 


X-/EAR  mother,  my  tims  has  been  wretchedly  fpent 

With  a  gripe  or  hickup  wherever  I  went, 

M}'  ftomach  all  fwellM,  till  I  tliought  it  would  burfl. 

Sure  never  Door  mortal  with  wind  was  fo  curll ! 

If  ever  I  ate  a  good  fupper  at  night, 

J  dream'd  of  the  devil,  and  wak'd  in  a  fright : 

And  fo,  as  I  grew  every  day  worfe  and  worfe. 

The  doftor  advis'd  me  to  fend  for  a  nurfe, 

D  And 
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And  the  nurfe  was  (o  willing  ray  health  to  reilore. 

She  begg'd  me  to  fend  for  a  few  doctors  more  ; 

For  when  any  diiHcult  work's  to  be  done, 

rvlany  heads  can  difpatch  it  much  fooncr  than  one ; 

And  I  find  there  are  dodors  enough  at  this  place. 

If  you  want  to  confult  in  a  dangerous  cafe  I 

So  they  all  met  together,  and  thus  began  talking  ; 

*'  Good  doflor,  I'm  your's — 'tis  a  fine  day  for  walking — 

**  Sad  news  in  the  papers — G-d  knows  who's  to  blame  ! 

**  The  colonies  feem  to  be  ail  in  a  fiamc — 

*'  This  Jtar/i/)  a^:,  no  doubt,  might  be  good  for  the  crown, 

■*'  But  I  fear  'tis  a  pill  that  will  never  go  down — 

'*  Vv'hat  can  Portugal  mean  ? — hj^e  going  to  flir  up 

*'  Convuifiona  and  heats  in  the  bowels  of  Europe  ? 

••  'Twill  be  fatiJ  if  England  rebpfes  again, 

•'   From  the  ill  blood  and  humours  <di  BQurhoji  and  Spain," 

Ssyb  I,  *  My  good  dodlois,  I  can't  underuand 

"  Y\hy  the  deuce  }'e  take  fo  many  patients  in  hand  ; 

*  Ye've 
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'  YeVe  a  o-reat  deal  of  praftice^  as  far  as  I  find,  -^ 

'  But  {ince  ye're  come  liither,  do  pray  be  fo  kind  > 

.     I 

*  To  write  me  down  fomething  that's  good  for  the  wind.     / 

*  No  doubt  ye  are  all  of  ye  great  politicians^ 

'  But  at  prefent  wy  ho<iveIs  have  need  of  phyficians : 

*  Confider  my  cafe  in  the  light  it  deferves, 

*  And  pity  the  ftate  of  my  flomach  and  nerves.*—- 
But  a  tight  little  dodor  began  a  difpute 

About  adminlflratlons,  Newcastle  and  Bute, 

Talk'd  much  of  OEconomy,  much  of  profufenefs.— 

Says  another — *'  This  caft',  which  at  firfr  ivas  a  loofenefs, 

*  Is  become  a  Tene/mjis^  and  ail  we  can  do 
^  Is. to  give  him  a  gentle  cathartic  or  t«'o  : 

'  Fiiil  get  ofF  the  phlegm  that  adheres  to  the  FliccSi 

*  Then  throw  in  a  mcd'cine  that's  pretty  and  fpicy  ; 

'  A  peppermint  draught, — or  a — Come,  let's  be  gone, 
'  Yv'e've  another  bad  cafe  to  confider  at  one." 


I^^ 
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So  thus  they  brufii'd  ofT,  each  his  cane  at  his  nofc, 
When  Jeni^y  came  in,  who  had  heard  all  their  prole  ; 
**  I'll  teach  them,"'  fays  (lie,  "  at  their  next  confukation, 
*'  To  come  and  take  fees  for  the  good  of  the  nation,'* 
I  could  not  conceive  what  a  devil  fiie  meant, 
l»ut  flie  feiz'd  all  the  Huff  that  the  dodor  had  fent. 
And  out  of  the  wlndovv*  flic  flung  it  down  foufe. 
As  the  firll  politician  went  out  of  the  houfe, 
Decoftions  and  fyriips  around  him  all  flew. 
The  pill,  bolus,  julep,  and  apozem  too ; 
His  wig  had  the  luck  a  cathartic  to  meet. 
And  fquafh  went  the  gallipot  under  his  feet. 
She  faiu,  'twas  a  {hame  I  ihould  fwallow  fuch  fiun^. 
When  my  bowels  were  weak,  and  the  phyfic  fo  rough ; 
Declar'd  (he  was  (liook'd  that  fo  many  Ihould  come 
To  be  dotftor'd  to  death  fueh  a  diftance  from  heme. 
At  a  place  where  they  tell  you  that  water  alone 
Can  cure  all  diftempers  that  ever  ^ere  known. 


But 
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But,  what  is  the  pleafanteft  part  of  the  fiory. 
She  has  order'd  for  dinner  a  piper  and  dory  ; 
For  to-dav  Caotain  Cormorant's  c^minor  to  dine. 
That  worthy  acquaiiitance  of  Jenny's  and  mine, 
'Tis  a  Ihame  to  the  army,  that  men  of  fuch  fpirit 
Should  never  obtain  the  reward  of  their  merit ; 
For  the  Captain's  as  gallant  a  man,  I'll  be  fworn. 
And  as  honefl  a  fellow  as  ever  was  born  : 
After  fo  many  hardihips,  and  dangers  incurr'd. 
He  himfelf  thinks  he  ought  to  be  better  preferr'd. 
And  Roger,  or  what  is  his  name  ?  Ni cod  emus. 
Appears  full  as  kind,  and  as  much  to  efteem  us ; 
Our  Prudence  declares  he's  an  excellent  preacher. 
And  by  night  and  by  day  is  fo  good  as  to  teach  her  ; 
His  docf^rine  fo  found  with  fuch  fpirit  he  gives, 
She  ne'er  can  forget  it  as  long  as  fhe  lives. 
I  told  you  before  that  he's  often  fo  kind    ~ 
To  go  out  a  riding  with  Prudence  behind, 

D  3  ^o 
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So  frequently  dines  here  without  any  prefiing. 
And  now  to  the  Mi  he  is  giving  his  blelling  ; 
And  as  that  is  the  cafe,  tho*  I've  taken  a  griper, 
I'll  venture  to  peck  at  the  dory  and  piper. 
And  now,  my  dear  mother,  &c.  &c.  &:c. 


Bath,  1766.  S~-  B— ??— i^— -d. 


L  K  T  1*  E  R 
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LETTER     V. 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B — N — R— D  to  Lady  B — n — r — Dj 
at  : Hall,  North. 


Salutations    of    Bath,    and    an    adventaro    of 
Mr.  B — N — R — d"s  in  confequence  thereof. 


Noci, 


ity  dear  mother,  this  city  excels 

In  charming  fweet  founds  both  of  fiddles  and  bells  3 

I  thought,  like  a  fool,  that  they  only  would  ring 

For  a  wedding,  or  judge,  or  the  birth  of  a  king  ; 

But  I  found  'twas  for  me,  that  the  good-natur*d  people 

Rung  fo  hard  that  I  thought  they  would  pull  down  the 

'  fteeple  ; 

c 


o 
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So  I  took  out  my  purfe,  as  I  hate  to  be  fliabbr. 

And  paid  all  the  men  when  the)'  came  from  the  abbey  ;. 

Yet  fome  think  It  flran^e  they  Ihould  make  fuch  a  riot 

In  a  place  where  lick  folk  would  be  glad  to  be  quiet ; 

But  I  hear  'tis  thebusnefs  of  this  corporation 

To  welcome  in  all  the  ^r^,?/  men  of  the  nation  ; 

For  you  know  there  is  nothing  diverts  or  employs 

The  minds  o^ great  people  like  malting  a  noife  : 

So  with  bells  they  contrive  all  as  much  as  they  can 

To  tell  the  arrival  of  any  fuch  man. 

If  a  broker,  or  Hatefxnan,  a  gamefter,  or  peer, 

A  nat'raliz'd  J«w,  or  a  bifhop  comes  here,. 

Or  an  eminent  trader  in  checfe  Ihould  retire 

Jull  to  think  of  the  bus'nefs  the  ftate  may  require, 

With  horns  and  with  trumpets,  with  fiddles  and  drums. 

They'll  ftrlve  to  divert  him  as  foon  as  he  comes : 

*Tis  amazing  they  find  fuch  a  number  of  ways 

Of  employing  his  thoughts  all  the  time  that  he  days  I 

If 
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If  by  chance  the  great  man  at  his  lodging  alone  is. 

He  may  view  from  his  window  .the  colliers'  ponies 

On  both  the  parades,  where  they  tumble  and  kick. 

To  the  great  entertainment  of  thofe  that  are  fick  : 

What  a  number  of  tumfpits  and  builders  he'll  frnd 

For  relaxing  his  cares,  and  unbending  his  mind, 

While  notes  of  fweet  muiic  contend  with  the  cries 

0{  fine  potted  lanjeVi  frejh  cyfiers,  and  pies  ! 

And  mufic*s  a  thing  I  (V-all  truly  revere. 

Since  the  citv-muficians  fo  tickkd  mv  ear  : 

For  when  we  arriv'd  here  at  B<ith  t'other  day. 

They  came  to  our  lodgings  on  purpofe  to  play  ; 

And  I  thought  it  was  right,  as  the  mufic  was  come. 

To  foot  it  a  little  in  Tabitha's  room  ; 

For  pra6:icc  makes  perfe6l,  as  often  I've  read. 

And  to  heels  is  of  fer\  ice  as  well  as  tlie  head  : 

But  the  lodt^ers  were  Ibock'd  fueh  a  noife  we  fhould  make, 

And  the  ladies  declar'd  that  we  kept  them  awake  ; 

Lord 
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Lord  RlNGBcs'F,  who  lay  in  the  pp.rlour  beIo\r, 

0 1  account  of  the  gout  he  had  got  in  his  toe. 

Began  on  a  Tuddf n  to  curfc  and  to  fvvear  :  -y 

! 

I  protefl,  my  dear  mother,  'twas  fnocking  to  hear  )> 

1 

The  oaths  of  that  reprobate  gouty  old  peer :  J 

'*  All  the  devils  in  hell  fare  at  once  have  concurred 

*'  To  make  fuch  a  noife  here  as  never  was  heard  ; 

**  Some  blundering  blockhead,  while  I  am  in  bed, 

**  Treads  as  hard  as  a  coach-horfe  juH:  over  my  head  ; 

**  I  cannot  conceive  what  a  plague  he's  about :.  ^ 

'*  Are  the  fiddlers  come  hither  to  make  all  this  rout 

•'  With  their  d — 'd  fqueaking  catgut,  thiit's  worfc  than  f 

I 

I 
"  the  gout  .>"  J 

"  If  the  aldermen  bad  'em  come  higher,  I  iVear, 

"  I  wi*h  tliey  were  broiling  in  hell  with  the  may*r  j. 

"  May  Hames  be  my  portion  if  ever  I  give 

'^  Thofe  rafcals  one  farthing  as  long  as  I  live  ! 


e 


jfy 
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So  while  they  were  playing  their  mufical  au-s»  -■> 

And  I  was  juft  dancing  the  hay  round  the  chairs,  y 

I 

He  roar'd  to  his  Frenchman  to  kick  them  down  ftairs.         J 
The  Frenchman  came  forth  with  his  outlandiili  lin^o, 

/ 

Tufl:  the  fame  as  a  monkev,  and  made  all  the  men  eo  : 

I  could  not  make  out  what  he  faid,  not  a  word. 

And  his  lordmip  declar'd  I  was  very  abfurd. 

Says  I,  *  Mailer  Ringbone,  I've  nothing  to  fear,  --| 

•  Tho'  you  be  a  Lord,  and  your  man  a  Mounseer,  y 

I 

*  For  the  may'r  and  the  aldermen  Lad  tbem  come  here  ;    J 

* As  abfurd  as  I  am, 

"  *  I  don't  care  a  damn 

*  For  you,  nor  your  take  dejham  ; 

*  F@r  a  Lord,  do  you  fee, 

*  Is  nothing  to  me, 

'*  Any  more  tlian  a  f  ea  ; 

*  And  your  Frenchman  fo  eager, 

*  With  all  his  foup  meagre, 

•  1% 


(     36    ) 

*  Is  no  more  than  a  moafe, 

*  Or  a  bug,  or  a  loufe, 

'  And  I'll  do  as  I  picafe  while  I  (lay  in  the  hcufe 

*  For  the  B — j: — R — d  family  all  can  a^ord 

*  To  part  with  their  money  as  free  as  a  Lord.* 


So  I  thank'd  the  muficians,  and  gave  them  a  guinea, 
Tho'  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  call'd  me  a  ninny  ; 
And  ril  give  them  another  the  next  time  they  play. 
For  men  of  good  fortune  encourage,  they  fay. 
All  arts  and  all  fciences  too  In  their  w  ay  ; 


«< 


Excufe  any  morCj—for  I  very  well  know-. 
Both  my  fubje^rt  and  vcrfe— »/;  ixeeedin^Ij  Iqiv  5 


1 

J 


So  the  men  were  fo  kind  as  to  halloo  and  bawl,  ~j 

"  Godblcfs  you.  Sir,  thank  you,  good  fortune  befall         , 


Yourfelf,  and  the  B-n-r-d  family  all.'*  J 


But 
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But  if  any  great  critic  finds  fault  with  my  letter    (| 
He  has  nothing  to  do  but  to  fend  you  a  better. 
And  now,  my  dear  mother,  Sic,  &c.  Sec. 


Bath,  1766,  S— —  B— n — n — 5. 
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LETTER       VI. 


Mr.  Si  M KIN  B — n — r — d  to  Lady  B — n — r — d, 
at Hall,  North. 


Mr.    B— N — )R — D  gives  a  Defcrlptlon  of  the 
Bathing, 


1   HI 


S  morning,  dear  mother,  as  foon  as  'twas  light, 
i  was  wak'd  by  a  noife  that  aftonifh'd  me  quite  ; 
For  in  Tabitha*s  chamber  I  heard  fuch  a  clatter, 

^ 

1  could  not  conceive  what  the  deuce  was  the  matter  ; 
And,  wou'd  you  belie^-e  it,  I  went  up  and  found  her 
In  a  blanket  with  two  lufty  fellows  around  her. 


Who 


»- 
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Who  both  feem'd  a  going  to  carry  her  off  in 
A  little  black  box  jufl:  the  fize  of  a  coffin  : 

Pray  tell  me/  fays  I,  *  what  ye 're  doing  of  there?*         -^ 

I 

*  Whv,  mafter,  'tis  hard  to  bilk'd  of  our  fare,  y 

I 

*  And  fo  we  were  thruilinp;  her  into  a  chair:  J 

'  We  don't  fee  no  reafon  for  ufing  us  fo, 

*  For  fhe  bad  us  come  hither,  and  now  ihe  won't  go ; 

*  We've  earn'd  all  the  fare,  for  we  both  came  and  knock'd 

*'  her 

*  Up,  as  foon  as  'twas  light,  by  advice  of  the  do(!!\or ; 
And  this  is  a  job  that  we  often  go  a'ter 

'  For  ladies  that  choofe  to  go  into  the  water.'* 
But  pray/  fays  I,  '  Tabitha,  what  is  yoar  drif: 
To  be  cover'd  in  flannel  Inftead  of  a  fbift  ? 
'Tis  all  by  the  do6lor's  advice,  I  fuppofe,    . 
That  nothing  is  left  to  be  feen  but  your  nofe : 
I  think,  if  you  really  intend  to  go    in, 
'Twould  do  you  more  good  if  y<!»u  'Iript  to  the  Ikin  : 

E  i  '  Ani 
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*  And  if  you've  a  mliid  for  a  frolick,  i'fa'thj, 

*  I'll  juft  fiep  and  fee  you  jump  into  the  bath/ 

So  they  hoilled  her  down  juft  as  fafc  and  as  well 
And  p.s  fnug  as  a  liodrnandod  rides  In  lus  fliell ; 
I  fain  wou'd  have  gone  to  fee  Tab  it  ha  dip, 
But  they  turn'd  at  a  corner  and  gave  me  the  fiip^ 
Yet  in  fearching  about  I  had  better  fuccefs. 
For  I  got  to  a  place  where  the  ladies  undrefs ; 
Thinks  I  to  myfelf,  they  are  after  fonie  fun. 
And  I'll  fee  what  they're  doing  as  fure  as  a  gun : 
So  I  peep'd  at  the  door,  and  I  faw  a  great  mat 
That  cover'd  the  table,  and  got  under  that. 
And  laid  myfelf  down   there  as  fnug   and  as  fiill, 
(As  a  body  may  fay)  like  a  thief  in  a  mill  ; 
And  of  all  the  fine  fights  I  have  feen,  my  dear  motbxr, 
I  never  expect  to  behold  fuch  another  : 
How  the  ladies  did  giggle  and  fet  up  their  clacks. 
All  the  while  an.  old  woman  was  rubbing  their  backs  I 

Oh, 


I 


asB 


Oh,  'twas  pretty  to  fee  them  all  put  on  their  flannels. 
And  then  take  the  water  like  fo  many  fpaniels ; 
And  the'  all  the  while  it  grew  hotter  and  hotter. 
They  fwam  juft  as  if  they  were  hunting  an  otter. 
'Twas  a  glorious  fight  to  beliold  the  fair  fex. 
All  wading  witli  gentlemen  up  to  their  necks. 
And  Tievz  them  fo  prettily  tumble  and  fprawl 
In   a   great   fmoaking  kettle  as  big  as  our  hall : 
And  to-day,  msny  perfons  of  rank  and  condition. 
Were  boil'd  by  command  of  an  able  phylician  : 
Dean  Spavin,  Dean  Mangey,  and  Dodor  De ''squirt. 
Were  all  fcnt  from  Cambridge  to  rub  oif  their  dirt ; 
Judge  Bane,  and  the  worthy  eld  Ccunfellor  Pest, 
Joiud  iJJ'ue  at  once,  and  wxnt  in  with  the  reft  ^ 
And  this  they  all  faid   v/as  exceedingly  good 
For  Hrength'iiing  the  fpirits   and  mending  the  blood. 
It  pleas'd  me  to  fee  how  they  all  were   inclin'd 
To  kngthe;i  th:-ir  lives  for  the  good  of  mankind  j 

F  3  For 
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For  I  ne'er  wou'd  believe    that  a  bifliop  or  judge. 

Can  fancy  old  Satan  may  owe  him  a  g  rudge  j 

The'  Tome  thhik  the  lawyer  may  choofe  lo  demur ^ 

And  the  prieft   till    another  occafion   defer  \ 

And  both,  to  be  better  prepar'd  for  herea'ter. 

Take  a  fmack  of  the  brimftone  contained  in  tlie  water. 

But,  what  is  furprizlng,  no  mortal  e*er  viewM 

Any  one  of  the  phyfical  gentlemen  flew 'd  ; 

Since  rhe  day  that  King  Bl  ad  u d  *  fiift  found  out  ihefe  boo;s, 

And  thought  them  fo  good  for  liimfelf  and  his  liog"^, 

Not  one  of  the  faculty  ever  has  try'd 

Thefe  excellent  waters  to  cure  his  own  hide ; 

*iho'   many  a  fKilful  and  learned  phyfician^ 

With  candour,  good  fenfe,  and  profound  eruditioiu 

Obliges  the  woild  with  the   fruits  of  his  bra!r» 

Tir^sr  nature  and  hidden  eflef».«  to   explain. 


Vi'in:  Oi  r*    P-atf-t   HufDv 


l  iius 
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Thus  Chiron  advis'd  Madam  Thetis  to  take 
And  dip  her  poor  child  in  the  Stjgian  lake. 
But  the  wertby  old  Doctor  was  not  fucli  an  elf 
As  ever  to  venture  his  carcafe  hinnfelf. 
So  Jason's  good  wife  us'd  to  fet  on  a   per. 
And  put  in  at  once  all  the  patients  Hie    p-ot. 
But  thought  it  fuiHcieat  to  give  her  dire<^ion. 
Without  being  coddled  to  mend  her  complexion  : 
And  I  never  have  heard  that  fhe  wrote  any  treatife. 
To  tell  what  tlie  virtue  of  water  and  heat  is. 
You  cannot  conceive  what  a  number  of  iadies 
Were  wafh'd  in  the  water  the  fame  as  our  maid  is : 
Old  i?.-7r(?«  Va-nteazer,  a  man  of  great  wealth. 
Brought  his  lady  the  Baronefs  here  for  her  health ; 
The  Baronefs  bathes,  and  Tne  iays  that  her  cafe 
Has  been  hit  to  a  hair,  and  is  mending  apace  : 
And  this  is  a  point  all  the  learned  ngree  on, 
The  Bann  has  met  with  the  fate  of  Acteon  ; 


Who, 
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Who,  while  he  peep'd  into  the  bath,  had  the  luck 
To  find  himfeif  fuddenly  chang'd  to  a  buck. 
MifsScRATCHiT  went  in,  and  the  Countefs  of  Scales, 
Both  ladies  of  very  great  fafliion  in  Wales  ; 
7hen  all  on  a  fudden  two  perfons  of  worth. 
My  Lady  Pandora  Mac's  curvy  came  forth, 


r 

With  General  Sulphur  arriv'd  from  the  North,  J 


Go  Tabby,  you  fee.,  had  the  honour  of  wafhino- 
With  folks  of  diftinifiion,  and  very  high  fafhion  ; 
But  in  fpite  of  good  company,  poor  little  foul. 
She  fr-ook  both  her  ears  like  a  moufe  in  a  bowl 


Ods-bobs  I  how  delighted  I  was  unawares 
With  the  fiddles  I  heard  in  the  room  above  flairs ; 
For  mufic  is  whokfome,  the  doctors  all  think. 
For  ladies  that  bathe,  and  for  ladies  that  drink  ; 
And  that's  the  opinion  of  Robin  our  driver, 
W^ho  whifiles  his  nags  while  they  {land  at  the  ri\  er  : 


They 
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They  lay  it  is  right  that  for  every  glafs 

A  tune  you  fhould  take,  that  the  water  mny  pafs^ 
So  while  little  Tabby  was  wafhing  her  rump. 
The  ladies  kept  drinking  it  out  of  a  pump* 


I've  a  deal  more  to  Tay,  but  am  loth  to  intrude 
On  your  time,  my  dear  mother,  fo  now  I'll  conclude. 

f 

Bath,  1766.  S— —  B— n— r— d, 


L  E  1'  T  E  R 


L    i  >.•.  -.n.  .  r-'i   .  ^  lj^^k.^^4u:'Jii^XiiKJit.^iLU,l.iJL:^'Jii-^^^     i:.-r.    ..;. 
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L  P:  T  T  E  R      Vil. 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B — N — R — D  to  Lady  B — n — r — id^ 
at  Hall,  North. 


A  Panegyric  on  Bath,  and  a  Moravian  Hitmn. 


o 


F  all  the  gay  places  the  world  can  afford. 
By  gentle  and  fimple  for  paf^ime  ador'd, 
Fine  balls,  and  fine  concerts,  fine  buildings,  and  fprin©?. 
Fine  walks,  and  fine  views,  and  a  thoufand  fine  things, 
(Not  to  mention  the  fweet  fituation  and  air) 
What  place,  my  dear  mother,  with  Bath  can  compare  ? 
Let  Brijlol  for  commerce  and  dirt  be  renown'd, 
Ai  SaVJbury  pen-knives  and  fciflars  be  ground  ; 

The 
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The  town  oi  De'vi^i.es ,  oiBradforJy  and  Fromf, 

May  feoaft  that  they  better  \:an  manage  the  loom  ; 

I  believe  that  they  may  '—but  the  world  to  refine, 

in  manners,  in  drefs,  and  politenefs  to  fliine,  ^ 

O  Bath  !  let  the  art,  let  the  glory  be  thhie.  J 

I'm  fure  I  have  travelled  our  county  all  o'er. 

And  ne'er  was  fo  civilly  treated  before ; 

Would  you  think,  my  dear  mother,  (without  the  leail  hint 

That  we  all  lliould  be  glad  of  appearing  In  print) 

The  news- writers  here  were  fo  kind  as  to  give  all 

The  world  an  account  of  our  happy  arrival  ? — 

You  fcarce  can  imagine  what  numbers  i*ve  met, 

(Tho'  to  me  they  are  perfeftly  Ilrangers  as  yet) 

Who  all  with  addrefs  and  civility  came. 

And  feem'd  vaftly  proud  of  subsc riding  our  name. 

Young  Timothy  Canvass  is  charm'd  with  the  placc^ 

Who,  I  hear,  is  come  hither,  his  fibres  to  brace  ; 


Poor 
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Poor  man  *  at  th'  elcclion  he  threu-,  t'other  day, 

All  his  viduals,  and  liquor,  and  money  away  ; 

And  fome  people  think  v/ith  fuch  hafte  he  began,  n 

I 

That  foon  he  the  conftable  greatly  outran,  )- 


And  js  qualify'd  now  for  a  parliament-man  ; 
Goes  every  day  to  the  coffee-houfe,  wheie 
The  wits  and  the  great  politicians  repair  ; 
Harangues  on  the  funds,  and  the  ftate  of  the  nation. 
And  plans  a  good  fpeech  for  an  adminiftration. 
In  hopes  of  a  place,  which  he  thinks  he  defervec. 
As  the  love  of  his  country  has  ruin'd  his  nerves.— 
Our  neighbour.  Sir  Easterlin  Widgeok,  has  fvvore 
He  ne'er  will  return  to  his  bogs  any  more ; 
The  Thidjcuirs  are  fettled  ;  we've  had  invitations 
With  a  great  many  more  on  the  fcore  of  relations  : 
The  Loiwgers  are  come  too.— Old  Stucco  has  juft  feni 
His  plan  for  a  houfe  to  be  built  in  the  Crefcent : 


j 


'Twill 
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'Twiil  foon  be  complete,  and  they  fay  all  their  work 
Is  as  ftrong  as  St.  Paul's,  or  the  mlnfter  at  }Vi. 
Don't  you  think  'twould  be  better  to  leafe  our  eilate, 
And  buy  a  good  houfe  here  before  'tis  too  late  ? 
You  never  can  £o,  my  dear  mother,  where  yon 
So  much  have  to  fee,  and  fo  little  to  do. 


I  write  this  in  hafte,  for  the  Captain  Is  come, 
And  fo  kind  as  to  go  with  us  all  to  the  room.  ; 
But  be  fare  by  the  very  next  poll  you  fliall  hear 
Of  all  I've  the  pleafure  of  meeting  with  there  : 
For  I  fcribble  my  verfe  with  a  great  deal  of  eafe._ 

And  can  fend  you  a  letter  whenever  I  pleafe  ; 

And  while  at  this  place  I've  the  honour  to  ftay, 

I  think  I  can  never  want  fomething  to  fay. 

But  now,  my  dear  mother,  8cc,  &c,  &c. 

Bath,  1766,  S B— n— r— d. 


POST. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

I'm  forry  to  find  at  the  city  of  Baf/j, 
Many  folks  are  uneafy  concerning  their  faith  ; 
NicoDEMUs,  the  preacher,  ftrives  all  he  can  do 
To  quiet  the  confcienrf^  of  good  filler  Prue  ; 
But  Tabby  from  fcruples  of  mind  is  releas'd 
Since  (he  met  with  a  learned  Moravian  prieft. 
Who  fays,  T/:ere  is  tieiiher  iranfgrejjion  nor  J%7i  ; 
A  dodlrine  that  brings  many  cuftomers  in. 
She  thinks  this  the  prettieft  ode  upon  earth. 
Which  he  made  on  his  infant  that  dy'd  in  the  birth. 

ODE* 

Chicken  bleflfed 
And  careffed. 
Little  bee  on  Jesu*s  breaft  I 


*  The  learned  Moravian    has  pirated  this  Ode  from 
Count  Zinzewdokf's  Book  of  Hymns,    Vid,  H.  33. 

From 


—at- 


(     51     ) 

From  the  hurry 
And  the  flurry 
Of  the  earth  thou'rt  now  at  reft. 


F  t 
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LETTER     VIII. 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B — N — R — D  to  Lady  B- — n — r — d^ 
at  —  Hall,  North. 


Mr.   E — N— R — D   go^s  to  the  Rooms.     Ills  opinion  of 

Gaming. 


X  ROM  tlie  earlieft  ages,  dear  mother,  till  now. 
All  ftatefmen  and  great  politicians  allow 
That  nothing  advances  the  good  of  a  nation. 
Like  giving  all  money  a  free  circulation  : 
This  queilion  from  mem1)crs  of  parliament  draws 
Many  fpeeches  that  meet  univerfal  applaufe  ; 
And  if  ever,  dear  mother,  I  live  to  be  one, 
I'll  fpeak  on  this  fubjefl  as  fure  as  a  gun  : 


For 


C    S3    ) 

For  Bath  will  I  fpeak,  and  I'll  make  an  oration 
Shall  obtain  me  the  freedom  of  this  corporation  ; 
I  have  no  kind  of  doubt  but  the  Speaker  will  beg 
All  the  members  to  hear  when  I  fet  out  my  leg, 
*'  Circulation  of  caOi- — circulation  decay'd— < 
*■'  Is  at  once  the  deftruftion  and  ruin  of  trade  ; 
**  Circulation — I  fay.^ — circulation  it  is, 
*'*  Gives  life  to  commercial  countries  like  this  ;'* 
What  thanks  to  the  city  of  Bath  then  are  due 
From  all  who  this  patriot  maxim  purfue  !  - 
For  in  no  place  whatever  that  national  good 
Is  praftis'd  fo  well,  and  fo  well  underftood. 
What  infinite  merit  and  praife  does  Ihe  claim  in 
Her  ways  and  her  means  for  promoting  of  gaming  I 
And  gamingy  no  doubt;,  is  of  infinite  ufe 
That  fame  circulation  of  cafh  to  produce. 
What  true  public-fpirited  people  are  here. 
Who  for  that  very  purpofe  come  every  year ! 

F  3  All 


.tt-t 
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All  eminent  men,  who  no  trade  ever  knew 
Eut  gamingy  the  only  good  trade  to  purfue  ; 
All  other  profeilions  are  fubjeTi  to  fall. 
But  gaming's  a  bus'nefs  will  ever  prevail  ; 
Belides,  'tis  the  only  good  way  to  commence 
An  acquaintance  with  all  men  of  fpirit  and  fcnfe  ^ 
Wc  may  grub  on  without  It  thro'  life,  I  fuppofc. 
But  then  'tis  with  people — that  mhody  knoif:s* 
We  ne'er  can  expe»5l  to  be  rich,  wife,  or  great. 
Or  look'd  upon  fit  for  employments  of  ftate  : 
'Tisyour  men  of  fme  heads,  and  of  nice  calculations. 
That  afford  fo  much  fervice  to  adminiflratlons. 
Who  by  frecjuent,  experience  know  how  to  deviic 
J  he  fpecdicil  methods  of  raifmg  fupplies  : 
*Tis  fuch  men  as  thefe,  men  of  honour  and  worth. 
That  challenge  rcfpcct  from  all  perfons  of  birth  ; 
And  is  it  net  right  they  Oioidd  all  be  careH, 
When  tjiey're  all  {q  polite,  vind  fo  very  well  drcft. 

When 


^ 
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When  they  circubte  freely  the  money  they've  won. 
And  wear  a  lac'd  coat,  tho'  their  fathers  wore  none  ? 


Oar  trade  is  encourag'd  as  much,  if  not  more. 
By  the  tender  foft  fex  I  (hall  ever  adore  ; 
But    their    hu!hand«,    thofe    brutes,    have    been  known  to 


complain. 


And  fwear  they  will  never  fet  foot  here  ac:ain — 


Ye  wretches  ingrate  !  to  find  fault  with  your  wives, 
The  comfort,  the  folace,  and  joy  of  your  lives ; 
Oh !  that  women,  whofe  price  is  fo  far  above  rubies. 
Should  fail  to  the  lot  of  fuch  ignorant  boobies ! 
Does  n't  Solomon  fpeak  of  fuch  women  with  rapture 
In  verfe  his  eleventh  and  thirty-firft  chapter  ? 
And  furely  that  wife  king  of  IJrael  knew 
What  belong'd  to  a  woman  much  better  than  you ! 


He 
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He  fays,  "  if  you  find  out  a  virtuous  wife, 
"  She  will  do  a  man  good  all  the  days  of  her  lif^  j 
"  She  deals  like  a  merchant,  Ihe  fitteth  up  late.**         -\ 
And  you'll  find  it  is  written  in  verfc  twenty-eight,         )> 
**  Her  hufband  is  fure  to  be  known  at  the  gate.  J 

♦*  He  never  hath  need  or  occafion  for  fpoil,. 
**  When  his  wife  is  much  better  employ 'd  all  the  while  j- 
**  She  feeketh  fine  wool,  and  fine  linen  Ihe  buys, 
**  And  is  cloathed  in  purple  and  fcarlet  likewife." 
Now  pray  don't  your  wi-\'es  do  the  very  fame  thing,. 
And  follow  th'  advice  of  that  worthy  old  king  ? 
Do  they  fpare  for  expences  themfelves  in  adorning  ? 
Don't  they  go  about  buying  fine  things  all  the  morning  ? 
And  at  cards  all  the  night  take  the  trouble  to  play. 
To  get  back  the  money  they  fpent  in  the  day  ?     - 
And  fure  there's  no  fort  of  occafion  to  fhew 
Yc  are  known  at  the  gate,  or  v/herever  ye  go. 


Pr^y 
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Pray  are  not  your  ladles  at  Bath  better  plac'd  -^ 

Than  the  wife  of  a  king,  who  herfelf  fo  difgrac'd,         S- 
And  at  Ithaca  liv'd  in  ftich  'very  had  tajie  P  J 

Poor  foul  !  while  hsr  hufband  thought  proper  to  leave  her. 
She  flav'd  all  the  day  like  a  Spitalfields  weaver. 
And  then,  like  a  fool,  when  her  web  w^as  half  fpun, 
Puli'd  to  pieces  at  night  all  the  wovk  flie  had  done  : 
But  thefe  to  their  hufbands  more  profit  can  yield, 
And  are  much  like  a  lily  that  grows  in  the  field ; 
They  toil  not  indeed,  nor  indeed  do  they  fpin. 
Yet  they  never  are  idle  when  once  they  begin. 
But  are  very  intent  on  increafmg  their  {lore. 
And  always  keep  (huftling  and  cutting  for  more ; 
Induilrious  creatures !  that  make  it  a  rule 
To  fecure  half  the  ftfn,  while  they  majiage  the  pool  ; 
So  they  win  to  be  fure  ;  but  I  very  much  wonder 
Why  they  put  fo  much  money  the  candleftick  under ; 


For 
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For  up  eomes  a  man  on  a  fudden,  flapdalh, 

SnufFs  the  candles,  and  carries  away  all  the  cafh  : 

And  as  nobody  troubles  their  heads  any  more, 

I'm  in  very  great  hopes  that  it  goes  to  the  poor,— 

Methiiiks  1  fhould  like  to  excel  in  a  trade 

Ey  which  fuch  a  number  their  fortunes  have  made. 

I'd  heard  of  a  wife,  philofophical  Jew, 

That  fhuffles  the  cards  in  a  manner  that's  new  ; 

One  Jonas,  I  think  : — And  could  wifh  for  the  future 

To  have  that  illuftricus  fage  for  my  tutor  ; 

And  the  Captain,  whofe  kindnefs  I  ne'er  can  forget. 

Will  teach  me  a  game  that  he  calls  Lansquenet, 

So  I  foon  fhall  acquaint  you  what  money  I've  won  ; 

In  the  mean  time  I  reft  your  moft  dutiful  fon, 

« 

Bath,  1-166,  S B— w— r-~ D. 

The  Ekd  of  the  First  ?aj^x. 
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PART     THE    SECOND. 


LETTER      IX. 


Mifs  Jenny  W — d — r,  to  Lady  Eliz.  M-d-ss, 
at  —  Caftle,  North. 


A    Journal, 


X  O  humbler  ilrains,  ye  Nine,  dcfcend 
And  greet  my  poor  fequefter'd  friend. 
Not  odes,  with  rapid  eagle  flight. 
That  fear  above  all  human  fight, 
i^ot  Fancy's  fair  and  fertile  field. 
To  a.11  the  faro?  delight  can  jieloU 

G  But 
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But  come,  Calliope,  and  fay 
How  pleafure  waftes  the  various  day  : 
V\^hether  thou  art  wont  to  t'ove 
By  Parade,  or  Orange  Grove, 
Or  to  breathe  a  purer  air 
In  the  Circus  or  the  Square  ; 
VVherefoever  be  thy  path, 
TdJ,  O  tell  the  joj-s  of  BatL 


Ev'ry  morning,  ev'ry  night, 
Gayell  fcenes  cf  frefh  de%ht ; 
When  Aurora  flieds  her  beams, 
Wak'd  from  foft  Elyfian  dreams, 
Mufic  calls  me  to  the  fpring. 
Which  can  health  and  fpirits  bring 
There  Hygeia,  goddefs,  pours 
Bleflings  from  h«r  various  ftores } 
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Let  me  to  her  altars  hafte^ 

Tho'  I  ne'er  the  waters  tafle^ 

Near  the  pump  to  take  my  fland. 

With  a  nofegay  In  my  hand. 

And  to  hear  the  Captain  fay, 

**  How  d'ye  do,  dear  Mifs,  to-day  r'* 

The  Captain  ;— Now  you'll  fay,  my  dear, 

Methinks  I  long  his  name  to  hear  : 

Why  then— but  don't  you  tell  my  aunt. 

The  Captain's  name  is  Cormoraft  ; 

But  hereafter  you  muft  know, 

I  fliall  call  him  Rome*, 

And  your  friend,  dear  lady  Btr, 

Jenny  no  more  but  Jvliet, 


O  ye  guardian  fpirits  fair, 
All  who  m.ake  true  love  your  care. 


G  2 


May 
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May  I  oft  my  Romeo  meet. 
Oft  enjoy  his  converfe  fweet ; 
I  alone  his  thoughts  employ. 
Through  each  various  fcene  of  joy  i 
Lo  !  where  all  the  jocund  throng 
From  the  pump-room  haftes  along> 
To  the  breakfaft  all  invited 
Ty  Sir  Toby,  lately  knighted* 
See  with  joy  my  Romeo  comes! 
He  conduds  me  to  the  Room'? ; 
There  be  v^^hifpeii,  not  unfeen. 
Tender  tales  behind  the  fcreen  ; 
While  his  eyes  are  fix*d  on  mine. 
See  each  nymph  with  envy  pine. 
And,  with  looks,  of  forc'd  difdain. 
Smile  contempt,  but  figh  in  vain ! 


C  the 
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O  the   charming  parties  made  i 
•Some  to  walk  the  Couth  Parade, 
Some  to  Lin  comb's  ihady  groveSj 
Or  to  Simpson's  proud  alcoves; 
Some  for  chapel  trip  away. 
Then   take  places  for   the  play; 
Or   we  walk  about  in  pattens. 
Buying  gauzes,  cheapening  fattins : 
Or  to  Painter's  we  repair. 
Meet  Sir  Peregrine  Hatchet  there, 
Pleas'd  the  artifl's  Ikill  to  trace 
In  his  dear  Mifs  Gorgon's  face; 
Happy  pair  !  who  fix'd   as  fate  "^ 

For  tlie  fweet  connubial  ftate,  ^ 


Sraile   in  canvafs  tite-a-iete. 
If  the  weather,  cold  and  chill. 
Call  us  all  to  Mr,    Gill, 


J 


G  3  Romeo 
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Romeo  hands  to  me  the  jelly » 
Or  the  foup  of  vermicelli : 
If  at  Toyshop  I  Hep  in. 
He  prefents  a  diamond  pin  ; 
Sweetefl  token  I  can  wear. 
Which  at  once  may  grace  my  hair, 
Andi  in  witnefs  of  my   flame. 
Teach  the  glafs  to   bear  his  name  : 
See  him  turn  each  trinket  over. 
If  for  me  he  can  difcovcr 
Aught  his  paiTion  to  reveal^ 
Emblematic  ring  or  feal, 
Cupid   whetting  pointed  -darts^ 
For  a  pair  of  tender  hearts; 
Kymen  lighting  facred  fires. 
Types  of  chafle  and  fond  defires> 
Thus  enjoy  we  ev*ry  blefiing. 
Till  the  toilet  calls  to  /drelfrngj 


Where's 
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Where's  my  garnet,  cap,  and  fprig;. 
Send  for  Singe   to  drefs  my   wig  t 
Bring   my  filver'd  mazarine, 
Sweeteft  gown  that  e'er  was  fe'en  j 
Tabitha,  put  on  my  rufF; 
Where's  my  dear  delightful  muff? 
Muff,  my   faithful  PvO meg's  prefent  l 
Tippet  too  from  tail  of  pheafant  l' 
Muff  from  downy  breaft  of  fwan  I 
O  the  dear  enchanting  man  ! 
MafF  that  makes  me  think  how  Jove 
Flew  to  Led  A  from  above- 
Muff  that — Tabby,  fee   who  rapt  then> 
•*  Madam,  Madam,  'tis  the  Captain !" 
Sure  his  voice  I  hear  below, 
^Tisj  it  13  my  Ko?i£o  t 


(     68     ) 

Shape  and  gait,  and   carelefs  air,  •■% 


Diamond  ring,  and   folitaire. 
Birth  and  fa{hion  all   declare* 
How  his  eyes,  that  gently   roll. 
Speak  the  language  of  his   foul  ! 
See  the  dimple  on  his  cheek. 
See  him  fmile  and  fweetly  fpeak  .' 
**  Lovely  nymph,   at  your  command, 
**  I,  have  fomething  in   my  hand, 
**  Which  I  hope  you'll  not  refufe, 
*•  'Twill   us  both  at  night  amufe  : 
•*  What  tho*  Lady  Whisker  crave  it, 
"  And  Mifs  Badger   longs  to  have  it, 
"  'TIs,  by  Jupiter  I  fwear, 
**  Tis  for  you  alone,  my  dear  r 
**  See  this  ticket,  gentle  maiJ, 
**  At  your  feet  an  ofTering  laid  ; 


} 


ti 


Thee 


■r — „^: 


(  h  ) 

**'  Thee  the  loves  and  graces  call 

"  To  a  little  private  ball  ; 

"  And  to  play  I   bid  adieu, 

**  Hazard,  lanfquenet,  and  loo,  ^ 

'*  Fairell  nymph,  to  dance  with  you." 

—I  with  joy  accept  his   ticket. 

And  upon  my  borom  flick  it  : 

Well  I  know  how  Romeo   dances. 

With  v/hat  air  he  firfl  advances, 

W^ith  what  grace  his  gloves  he  draws  on. 

Claps,  and  calls  up  Nancy   Danxijon  \ 

Mq  thro*  ev'ry  dance  conducing, 

And  the  mufic  oft  inilru^ing ; 

See  him  tap,  the  time  to  (hew,, 

With  his  light  fantaftic   toe  ; 

Skill'd  in  ev'ry  art  to  pleafe. 

From  the  fan  to  waft  the  bre£ze„ 


I 


(    70    ) 

Or  his  bottle  to  produce, 
Fill'd  with  pungent   Eati  de  Luce. 
Wonder  not,  my  friend,  I  go, 
To  the  ball  with  Romeo, 


Such  delights  if  thoii  canft   give, 
Bath,  at  thee  I  thoofe  to  live. 
Bath,  1766.  J W — d— lu 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Inclos'd  you'll  find  fome  lines,  my  dear. 
Made  by  a  hungry  poet  here, 
A  happy  bard,  who  rhymes  and  eats. 
And  lives  by  uttering  quaint  conceits  j 
Yet   thinks  to  him  alone  Ijelong 
The  laurels  due  to  modern  fong. 


SONG. 


-• — -'"*- 


(     71     ) 


SONG. 


A     Charge     to     the     Poet 


Written  at  Mr.  Gill's,  an  eminent  Cook  at  Bath, 


Y. 


E  bards  who  fing  the  hero's  praife. 
Or  lafs's  of  the  mill,  [Forie, 

A  loftier  thence  invites  your  lays, 
Come  tune  your  lyres  to  Gill, 


Cf  all  the  cooks  the  world  can  boafl. 

However  great  their  fkill. 
To  bake,  or  fry,  to  boil,  or  roaft. 

There's  non«  like  Mafler  Gill, 


Sweet 


C    72    ) 


Sweet  rhyming  troop,  no  longer  ftoop 
To  drink  Castalia's  rill, 

M' hene'er  ye  droop,  O  tafte  the  foup 
That's  made  by  Mafter  Gill. 


O  tadc  this  foup,  for  which  the  fair. 
When  hungry,  cold,  and  chill, 

Forfake  the  Circus  and  the  Square 
To  eat  with  Mailer  Gill, 


*Tis  this  that  makes  my  Chloe's  lips 

Ambrofiai  fweets  diftil ; 
For  leeks  and  cabbage  oft  (he  fips 

In  foup  that's  made  by  GiiL* 


[jSffetiuoJc. 


Xmmorta} 


(     73     ) 


Immortal  bards,  view  liere  your  vvit^ 
The  labours  of  your  quill. 

To  finge  the  foul  upon  the  fplt 
Condemn'd  by  Mailer  Gill, 


My  humble  verfe  that  fate  will  meet. 

Nor  fhall  I  take  it  iil  ; 
But  grant,  ye  gods !  tliat  I  may  eat 

That  fowl,  when  dreft  by  Gill, 


Thefe  are  your  true  poetic  fires 
That  dreft  this  fav'ry  grill ; 

E'n  while  I  eat  the  mufe  infpires. 
And  tune?  mv  voice  to  Gill. 


U  AVhen 


(     74     J 


When  C ilrikes  the  vocal  lyre. 

Sweet  Lydi  AN  meafures  thrill ; 

« 

But  I  the  grldi'rn  more  admire. 
When  tun'd  by  mailer  Gill. 


'  Come  take  my  fage  of  ancient  ufe,' 

Cries  learned  Dodor  K — ll  ; 
•*  But  what's  the  fage  without  the  goofc  ?'* 

Replies  my  Mafler  Gill. 


He  who  would  fortify  his  mind. 

His  belly  firiV  fhould  fill  [Foru, 

Roaft  beef  'gainft  terrors  beft  you'll  find  ; 

♦*  The  Greeks  h(rLv  this,"  fays  Gill. 


Your 


(    75     ) 


Your  fpiiits  and  your  blood  to  ftir. 
Old  Galen  gives  a  pill ; 

Bat  I  the  forc'd-meat  ball  prefer, 
Prepar'd  by  Mafter  Gill. 


While  he  fo  v/ell  can  broil  and  bake, 

I'll  promife  and  fulfil. 
No  other  phyflc  e'er  to  take 

Than  what's  prefcrib'd  by  Gill. 


Your  bard  has  liv'd  at  Bath  fo  long,  [^Piana* 

He  dreads  to  fee  your  bill— 
Inftead  of  calh  accept  this  fong,  [Piariffzmo. 

My  worthy  Mafter  Gill. 


H  2  LETTER 
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LETTER      X, 


Mr,  Sim  KIN  B — n — r — d  to  Lady  B — n — r — d, 
at  Hall,  North. 


TAiTE  and  Spirit. Mr.  B — n— r  —  d   commences 

2  Bfau  Garcok. 


Q 

iDO  lively,  fo  gay,  my  dear  mother,  I  m  grown, 
I  long  to  do  fomf thing  to  make  myfelf  known  j 
For  perfons  oi taj}e  and  ixnt/^irit,  I  find. 
Are  fond  of  attraifling  the  eyes  of  mankind  : 
What  numbers  one  fees,  who,  for  tiat  very  reafon. 
Come  to  make  fuch  a  figure  at  Batk  ev'ry  feafon  ! 
'Tis  this  that  provokes  Mr?,  She n kin  Ap-Leek 
To  dine  at  the  ord  narv  twice  in  a  week. 


Iho* 


^      /  /     / 

Tho'  at  home  fiie  might  eat  a  good  dinner  in  coiiifoit. 
Nor  pay  fuch  a  cur  fed  extravagant  fum  for't  : 
Bat  then  her  acquaintance  would  never  have  knov/r 
Mrs.  vS H  E  N  K I N  Ap-Le  e  k  had  acquir'd  the  hoft  ion  ; 
Ne'er  Ihewn  how  in  talle  the  Ap-Leeks  can  excel 
The  Dutchefs  oFTruffles,  and  Lady  Morell  ; 
Had  ne'er  been  ador'd  by  Sir  Pye  Macaroni, 
And  Count  Vermicelli,  his  intimate  crony  ; 
Both  men  of  fuch  ta/ie,  their  opinions  are  taken. 
From  an  ortolan  dov/n  to  a  rafher  of  bacon. 


What  makes  Kitty  Spice r,  and  little  Mifs  Sago, 
To  audions  and  milliners'  (hops  ev'ry  day  go  ? 
What  makes  them  to  vie  with  each  other,  and  (parrel 
Which  fpends  the  mod  money  for  fplendid  apparel  ? 
Why,  Spirit — to  fhew  they  have  much  better  fenfe 
Than  their  father^;,  who  rais'd  it  by  fliillings  and  penx. 


H  3  WI;at 


(     78     ) 

Wkat  fends  Peter  Tewksbury  every  night 
To  the  play  with  fuch  infinite  joy  and  delight  ? 
Why,  Peter's  a  critic,  with  true  Attic  fait, 
Can  damn  the  performers,  can  hifs,  and  find  fault. 
And  tell  when  we  ought  to  exprefs  approbation. 
By  thumping,  and  clapping,  and  vociferation  ; 
So  he  gains  our  attention,  and  all  muft  admire 
Young  Tewksbury's  judgment,  his//>/n't  and  firi% 
But  Jack  Diletta\t£  defpifts  the  pla)  'r*. 
To  concerts  and  mufical  parties  repairs, 
\\ith  benefit  tickets  his  pockets  be  ftil^. 
Like  a  mountebank  doclor  dillribuies  his  bills  ) 
And  thus  his  importance  and  intereft  (hew  s. 
By  conferring  his  favours  wherever  he  goes  j 
He's  extremely  polite  both  to  nre  and  my  coufm. 
For  he  often  dcfires  us  to  take  oif  a  dozen  ; 
il.  Las  taile,  wiihout  doubt,  and  a  delicate  car, 
No  \'le  oratorios  ever  could  bear  ; 


P.-t 


(     79     ) 

But  talks  of  the  op'ras  and  his  Signhya, 

Cries  hrav^t  heniJJifUOi  bravOf  cncom  ! 

And  oft  is  fo  kind  as  to  thrufl  in  a  note 

While  old  Lady  Guckov/  is  (Irainijig  her  throat, 

Or  little  Mifs  Wren,  who's  an  excellent  finger; 

Then  he  points  to  the  notes,  with  a  nnz  on  his  fin-yer  \ 

And  Ihews  her  the  crotchet,  the  quaver,  and  bar. 

All  the  time  that  fhe  warbles  and  plays  the  guitar  ; 

Yet,  I  think,  though  nie"'s  at  it  from  morning  'tJli  noon. 

Her  queer  little  thingumbob's  never  in  tune. 


Thank  Heaven  !  of  late,    my  dear  mother,  my  face  is 
Not  a  little  regai-ded  at  all  public  places ; 
Fur  I  ride  in  a  chair,  with  my  hands  in  a  muff. 
And  have  bouglit  a  filk  coat,  and  embroider'd  the  cuff; 
But  the  weather  was  cold,  and  the  coat  it  was  thin, 
So  the  ta\lor  advis'd  me  to  line  it  with  fkin  ; 


But 


(     80     ) 

But  what  with  my  Nivei-nou  hat  can  compare. 
Bag- wig,  and  lac'd  ruffles,  and  black  folitaire  ? 
And  what  can  a  man  of  true  fafliion  denote. 
Like  an  ell  of  good  ribbon  ty'd  under  the  throat  ? 
My  buckles  and  box  are  in  exquifite  tafte. 
The  ont^  is  of  pi^er,  the  other  of  pafte  : 
And  furc  no  Ca.rMxcu  was  ever  yet  fecn 
Like  that  which  I  purchas'J  at  Wicksted's  machine  : 
My  ftockings,  of  filk,  are  juft  come  from  the  hofier, 
.  For  to-night  I'm  to  dance  with  the  charming  Mifs  Tozi  er  : 
So  I'd  have  them  to  know,  when  I  go  to  the  ball, 
I  (hall  ll;ic\v  as  much  tujie  as  the  bell  of  them  all  : 
For  a  man  of  great  fafhion  was  heard  to  decl^fre 
He  never  beheld  fo  engaging  an  air. 
And  fwears  all  the  world  muft  my  judgment  confefs. 
My  Jdid'ityy  fenfe,  tinderftanding  in  drcfs  j 
Mv  manners  fo  form'd,  and  my  wio;  fo  well  curl'd, 
I  look  like  a   man  of  the  'very  firft  ■■world  : 

But 


(    8r     ) 

But  my  perfon  and  figure  you'll  beft  underfland 
From  the  pidure  I've  Tent,  by  an  eminent  hand  : 
Shew  It  young  Lady  Bett^,  by  way  of  endearance. 
And  to  give  her  a  fpice  of  my  mien  and  appearance, 
Excufe  any  more,  I'm  in  hafte  to  depart. 
For  a  dance  is  the  thing  that  I  love  at  my  heart. 
So  now,  my  dear  mother,  &c.  &c.  &c, 

Bath,  1766.  S— -  B— n— R— d. 


LETTER 
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LETTER      XL 


Mr.  Sim  KIN  B — n — r — d  to  Lady  B — n — r — d, 
at  Hallj  North. 


A  Defcription  of  the  Ball,  with  an  eplfode  on 
Beau     Nash. 


VV    H  A  T  joy  at  the  ball,  what  delight  have  I  founds 
By  all  the  bright  circle  encompafs'd  around  ! 
Each  moment  with  tranfport  my  bofom  felt  warm. 
For  what,  my  dear  mother,  like  beauty  can  charm  ? 
The  remembrance  alone,  while  their  praife  I  rehearfe. 
Gives  life  to  my  numbers,  and  ftrength  to  my  verfe  ; 
Then  allow  for  the  rapture  the  Mufes  infpire. 
Such  themes  cfill  aloud  for  poetical  fire. 


.  I.>j  a     I    idf'  fll'i  ii'V'iitii]  1    'r    'i  '  I      i  • 


(     83     } 

IVe  read  how  the  Goddeffes  meet  all  above. 
And  throng  the  immortal  afiemblies  of  Jove, 
When  join'd  with  the  Graced  fair  V£Nus  appears, 
Ambrofial  fweet  odours  perfume  all  the  fpheres  ; 
But  the  Goddefs  of  Love,  and  the  Graces  and  all. 
Mull  yield-  to  the  beauties  I've  feen  at  the  ball  ; 
I   For  Jove  never  felt  fuch  a  joy  at  his  heart, 
I  Such  a  heat  as  thefe  charming  fweet  creatures  impart. 
In  fhort — there  is  fomething  in  very  fine  women. 
When  they  meet  all  together — that's  quite  overcoming. 


Then  fay,  O  ye  nymphs,  that  inhabit  the  (hades 
Of  Findus'  fweet  banks,  Heliconian  maids, 
Celeftial  Mufes,  ye  powers  divine, 
O  fay,  for  your  memory's  better  than  mine. 
What  troops  of  fair  virgins  affembled  around,  -\ 

What  fquadrons  of  heroes, for  dancing  rcnown'd,  )«• 

I 

Were  rous'd  by  the  fiddles  harmonious  found.  J 

What 


(    H    ) 

What  goddcfs  fhall  firll  "be  the  theme  of  my  fong  ■> 

Whofe  name  the  clear  Avon  may  murmur  along. 
And  echo  repeat  all  the  vallies  among  ' 
Lady  Tettaton's  fifter,  Mifs  Fubbt   Fatarmin, 
Was  the  firft  that  prefented  her  perfon  fo  charming. 
Than  whom  more  engaging,  more  beautiful  none,  -^ 

A  goddefs  herfelf  among  goddeffes  fhone,  )» 


Excepting  the  lovely  Mifs  Towzer  alone. 
*Tis  llie  that  has  long  been  the  toaft  of  the  town, 
Tho'  all  the  world  knows  her  complexion  is  brown  : 
If  fome  people  think  that  her  mouth  be  too  wide, 
Mifs  Towzer  has  numberlefs  beauties  befide  ; 
A  countenance  noble,  with  fweet  pouting  lips. 
And  a  delicate  fhape  from  her  waift  to  her  hips ; 
Befides  a  prodigious  rough  black  head  of  hair 
All  frizzled  and  curl'd  o'er  her  neck  that  is  bare ; 


J 


1  ve 


(     S5     ) 

I've  Teen  the  fwect  creature  but  once,  I  confefs,  -\ 

1 

1 

Dut  her  air  and  her  manner,  and  pleafmrj  addrefs,  )>- 

I 

All  iTi ade  me  feel  fomc thing  I  ne'er  can  exprcfs.  ^' 

Eut  lo  !  on  a  fudden  what  multitudes  pour 
From  Cambrian  mountains,  from  Indian  (hore  ; 
Bright  maidens,  bright  widows,  and  fortunate  fwains. 
Who  cuhivate  Liffy's  fweet  borders  and  plains. 
And  they  who  their  flocks  in  fair  Albion  feed. 
Rich  flecks  and  rich  herds,  (fo  the  gods  have  decreed) 
Since  they  quitted  the  pleafanter  banks  of  the  T^uced. 
Yet  here  no  confufion,  no  tumult  is  known. 
Fair  order  and  beauty  eflablifh  their  throne  j 
Fair  order  and  beauty,  and  jufx  regulation. 
Support  all  the  works  of  this  ample  creation. 
For  this,  in  compaffion  to  mortals  below. 
The  gods,  their  peculiar  favour  to  fhew. 
Sent  Hermes  to  Bath  in  the  fhape  of  a  Beau  :  ' 


J 


1 
J 


Tiiat 
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That  grandion  of  Atlas  came  down  from  aboT 
To  blefs  all  the  regions  of  pleafure  and  love 
To  lead  the  fair  nymph  thro'  the  various  maze. 
Bright  beauty  to  marflial,  his  glory  and  piaife  5 
To  govern,  improve,  and  adorn  the  gay  fcene. 
By  the  Graces  inllruded,  and  Cypnan  queen  : 
As  when  in  a  garden  delightful  and  gay, 
Where  Flora  Is  wont  all  her  charms  to  difplay. 
The  fvvect  hyacinthus  with  pleafure  we  view 
Contend  with  narciffus  in  delicate  hue  ; 
The  gard'ner  induftrlous  trims  out  his  border. 
Puts  each  odoriferous  plant  in  its  order  ; 
The  myrtle  he  ranges,  the  rofe  and  the  lily^ 
With  iris,  and  crocus,  and  daffa-down-dilly  ; 
Sweet  peas  and  fvveet  oranges  all  he  difpofes 
At  once  to  regale  both  your  eyes  and  your  nofes  ; 
Long  reign'd  the  great  Nash,  this  omnipotent  Lord, 
Kcfpefted  by  youth,  and'  by  parents  ador'd  ; 


For 


(     87    .) 

For  him  not  enough  at  a  ball  to  prefide. 

The  unwary  and  beautiful  nymph  would  he  guide ; 

Oft  tell  her  a  tale,  how  the  credulous  maid 

By  man,  by  perfidious  man,  is  betray 'd  ; 

Taught  Charity's  hand  to  relieve  the  diftreft. 

While  tears  have  his  tender  companion  expreil : 

But  alas !  he  is  gone,  and  the  city  can  tell 

How  in  years  and  in  glory  lamented  he  fell  ; 

Him  mourn'd  all  the  Dryads  on  Claverton's  mount ; 

Him  Avon  deplor'd,  him  the  nymph  of  the  Fount, 

The  Cryftalline  ftreams. 

Then  perilh  his  pidure,  his  ftatue  decay, 

A  tribute  more  lading  the  Mufes  ihall  pay. 

If  true  what  philofophers  all  will  aflure  us. 

Who  diflent  from  the  dodlrine  of  great  Epicurus, 

i 

That  the  fpirit's  immortal :  as  poets  allow. 

If  life's  occupations  are  follow'd  beiow  : 


I  2  lt^ 


(     88     ) 

In  reward  of  his  labours,  his  virtue  and  pains/ 
He  is  footing  It  new  in  th'  Elyfian  plains, 
Indulg'd,  r.s  a  token  of  Proserpine's  favour. 
To  prefide  at  her  balls  In  a  cream-colour'd  beaver  j 
I'hen  peace  to  his  afhcs — our  grief  be  fupprefi". 
Since  we  find  fuch  a  phoenix  has  fprung  from  his  neli  : 
Kind  Heaven  has  ftnt  us  another  profeflbr. 
Who  follows  the  {leps  of  his  grt,at  predeceffor* 


Eut  hark  !  nCA^  they  ftrike  the  melodious  ilring. 
The  vaulted  roof  echoes,  the  manfions  all  rino- : 
At  the  found  of  the  hautboy,  the  bafs  and  the  fiddle. 
Sir  Boreas  Blubber  Heps  forth  in  the  middle. 
Like  a  holy-hock,  noble,  roajeftic,  and  tall. 
Sir  Boreas  Blubbir  fnft  opens  the  ball  : 
Sir  Boreas,  great  in  the  minuet  known,  S 

Since  the  day  that  for  dancing  his  talents  were  flicwn,  )>■ 


Where  the  fcience  Is  pratflis'd  by  gentlemen  grown. 


J 

For 


For  In  every  fclence,  in  ev'ry  profeffion, 
\ye  make  the  bell  progrefs  at  years  of  dircretion. 
How  he  puts  on  his  hat,  with  a  imilc  on  his  face. 
And  delivers  his  hand  with  an  exquifite  grace ! 
How  genteely  he  offers  Mifs  Carrot  before  us, 
Mifs  Carrot  Fitz-Oozer,  a  niece  of  Lord  Porus  i 
I  How  nimbly  he  paces,  how  adlive  and  light ! 
One  never  can  judge  of  a  man  at  firft  fight ; 
But  as  near  as  I  guefs,  from  the  fize  of  his  calf. 
He  may  weigh  about  twenty-three  ftone  and  a  half. 
Now  why  (hould  I  mention  a  hundred  or  more. 
Who  went  the  fame  circle  as  others  before. 
To  a  tune  that  they  play'd  us  a  hundred  times  o*er  ? 


1 
J 


See  little  Bob  Jerom,  old  Chrysostom's  fon,  ^ 

With  a  chitterlin  fnirt,  and  a  buckle  of  ffone, —  )- 

What  a  crept  head  ofhair  the  young  parfon  has  on  .'  J 
Emerg'd  from  his  grizzle,  th'  unfortunate  prig 
Seems  as  If  he  was  hunting  all  night  for  his  wig  ; 

I  3  Nor 


(     90     ) 

Not  perfectly  pleas'd  with  the  coat  on  his  back. 
The'  the  coat's  a  good  coat,  but  alas,  it  is  black.  ! 
With  envious  ejes  he  is  doom'd  to  behold 
The  Captain's  red  fuit  that's  embroider'd  v.-ith  gold  I 
How  feldom  mankind  are  content  with  their  lot  ! 
Bob  JtRoM  two  very  good  livings  has  got  : 
Yet  ft)  11  he  accufes  his  parents  deceas'd. 
For  making  a  man  of  fuch  fpirit  a  priell. 
Not  fo  Mailer  Marmozet,  fvvect  little  boy, 
Mrs.  Danglecub's  hopes,  her  delight  and  her  joy  : 
His  pigeon- wing 'd  head  was  not  dreft  quite  fo  foon. 
For  it  took  up  a  barber  the  whole  afternoon  : 
His  jacket's  well  lac'd,  and  the  ladies  proteft 

■laller  Marmozet  dances  as  well  -as  the  beft  : 
Yet  fome  think  the  boy  would  be  better  at  fchool  ■; 
£ut  1  hear  Mrs.  Danglecub's  not  fuch  a  fool 
"Fo  fend  a  poor  ihmg  with  a  fpirit  fo  meek, 

Vo  be  PiOgg'd  by  a  tyrant  for  Latin  and  Greek  ; 


For 


(_    91     ) 

For  why  (hbuld  a  child  of  diftindion  and  falTiion 
Lay  a  heap  of  fuch  filly  nonfenfical  trafh  in  ? 
She  wonders  that  parents  to  Eton  fhould  fend 
Five  hundred  great  boobies  their  manners  to  mend. 
When  the  mailer  that  left  it  (tho'  no  one  objeds 
To  his  care  of  the  Boys  in  all  other  refped*) 
Was  extremely  remifs,  for  a  fenfible  man. 
In  never  contriving  fome  elegant  plan 
For  improving  their  perfonp,  and  fhewing  them  how 
To  hold  up  their  heads,  and  to  make  a  good  bo^^, 
W'hen  they've  got  fuch  a  charming  long  room  for  a  ball. 
Where  the  fcholars  might  pradife,  and  mailers  and  all : 
But,  what  is  much  worfe,  what  no  parent  would  choofe. 
He  burnt  all  their  ruffles,  and  cut  oS  their  queues : 
So  he  quitted  the  fchool  with  the  utmoft  difgrace, 
And  juft  fuch  another's  come  into  his  place. 

By, learning  fo  early  to  fiddle  and  dance; 

So 


(       92       ) 

So  Hie  brings  him  to  Batky  which  I  think  is  quite  right, 
For  they  do  nothing  elfe  here  from  morning  till  night ; 
And  this  is  a  lefTon  all  parents  {hould  know. 
To  train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  (hould  go  ; 
For,  as  Solomon  fays,  you  may  fafely  uphold, 
Jie  ne'er  will  depart  from  the  fame  when  he's  old. 
No  doubt  {he's  a  woman  of  line  undcrftanding. 
Her  air  and  her  prefence  there's  fomething  fo  grand  in  ; 
So  wife  and  difcreet ;  and  to  give  her  her  due. 
Dear  mother,  Hie's  juH  fuch  a  woman  as  you. 


But  who  is  that  bombazine  lady  fo  gay, 
Sa  profufe  of  her  beauties,  in  fable  array  ? 
How  (he  refts  on  her  heel,  how  (he  turns  out  her  toe,        -^ 
How  (he  pulls  down  her  ftavs,  with  her  head  up,  to  (hew  y 

■  '  ■  '  I 

Her  lilly-v/hite  boforft  that  rivals  the  fnow  1  .  J 


'Tw 


(     9Z     ) 

"TIs  the  widow  QuicKLACKiT,  whofe  hulbandlaflweek,  Y 

t 

Poor  Stephen,  went  fuddenly  forth  in  a  pique,  > 

And  pufh'd  off  his  boat  for  the  Stygian  creek  :  J 

Poor  Stephen!  he  never  return'd  from  the  bourn. 
But  left  the  difconfolate  widow  to  mourn  : 
Three  times  did  (he  faint  when  fne  heard  of  the  news  j 
Six  days  did  (lis  weep  and  iXi  comfort  refufe  ; 
But  Stephen,  no  forrow,  no  tears  can  recall  : 
So  ihe  hallows  the  feventh,  and  comes  to  the  ball. 


For  muHc,  fweet  mufic,  has  charms  to  controul. 
And  tune  up  each  palTion  that  ruffles  the  foul ! 
What  things  have  I  read,  and  what  ilorles  been  tjli 
Of  feats  that  were  done  by  muficians  of  old  ! 
I've  heard  a  whole  city  was  built  from  the  ground 
Py  mavical  numbers,  and  mufical  found  ; 
And  here  it  can  build  a  good  houfe  in  the  fquare. 
Or  raife  up  a  church  where  the  godly  repair. 

I  faw. 


(     94     )    ^ 

1  faw,  t'other  day,  in  a  thi?:g  caU'd  an  ode, 

As  it  lay  in  a  fnug  little  houfe  on  the  road. 
How  Saul  was  reflor'd,  the'  his  forrow  was  (harp. 
When  David,  the  Bethlemite,  play'd  on  the  harp  : 
*Twas  nuific  that  brought  a  man's  wife  from  Old  Nick, 
And  at  Bai^  .has  the  pow'r  to  recover  the  Tick  : 
Thus  a  lady  nvas  cur^d  toother  day, — But  'tis  time 
To  feal  up  my  letter,  and  finilh  my  rhyme. 


Bath,  1765.  S—  B — n— r— d. 


LETTER 
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LETTER     XIL 


Mr.  Sim  KIN  B — n< — r — d  to  Lady  B — n — r — d, 

at  Hall,  North. 


A  Modern  Head-Dress,  with  a  littk  Polite 
Conversation. 


V  V    HAT  bafe  and  onjuft  accufations  we  find 
Arife  from  the  malice  and  fpleen  of  mankind  ! 
One  would  hope,  my  dear  mother,  that  fcandal  would  fpare 
The  tender,  the  helplefs,  and  delicate  Fair  ; 
But  alas !  the  fweet  creatures  all  find  it  the  cafe 
That  Bath  is  a  very  fcenforious  place. 
Would  you  think  that  a  perfon  I  met  iince  I  came, 
(I  hope  you'll  excufe  my  concealing  his  name) 


(     96     ) 

A  fplenctic  iD-natur'd  ftilow,  before 

A  room-full  of  very  good  company,  fwore 

That,  in  fpitc  of  appearance,  'twas  very  well  known. 

Their  hair  and  their  faces  were  none  of  their  own  ; 

And  thus  without  wit,  or  the  leaft  provocation. 

Began  an  impertinent,  formal  oration  : 

*•  Shall  Nature  thus  lavi{h  her  beauties  in  vain 

"   For  art  and  ncnfenfical  fafhion  to  ftain? 

**  The  fair  Jezebel  la  what  art  can  adorn, 

•*  Whofe  cheeks  are  like  rofes  that  MuHi  in  the  morn  r 

**  As  bright  vere  her  locks  as  in  heaven  are  feen 

**   Prefented  for  ftars  by  th'  Lgjptiaf:  queen  ; 

**  But  alas !  the  fvveet  nymph  they  no  longer  muft  deck, 

**  No  more  fhall  they  flow  o'er  her  ivory  neck  ; 

*'  Thofe  trefles  which  Venus  might  take  as  a  favour, 

*'  Fall  a  vi(rtim  at  once  to  an  outlandilh  fhaver  ; 

'*  Her  head  has  he  robb'd  with  as  little  remorfe 

*'  As  a  fox-hunter  crops  both  his  dogs  and  his  horfe  : 

*'  A  wretch 


t 


(     97     ) 

**  A  wretch  that,  fo  far  from  repenting  his  theft, 

**  Makes  a  boafl  of  tormenting  the  little  that's  left : 

"  And  firft  at  her  porcupine  head  he  begins 

"  To  fumble  and  poke  with  his  irons  and  pins, 

*'  Then  fires  all  his  crackers  with  horrid  grimace, 

'*  And  puffs  his  vile  Rocamhol  breath  in  her  face, 

"  Difcharging  a  ileam  that  the  devil  would  choak, 

"  -From  paper,  pomatum,  from  powder^  and  fmoak. 

**  The  patient  fubmits,  and  with  due  refignation 

"  Prepares  for  her  fate  in  the  next  operation. 

**  When  lo  !  on  a  fudden,  a  monller  appears,  -^ 

"  A  horrible  monfter,  to  cover  her  ears ; 


I 

"  What  fign  of  the  Zodiac  is  it  he  bears  ?  J 


**  Is  it  Taurus^s  tail,  or  the  teie  de  mouio72, 

"  Or  the  beard  cf  the  goat  that  he  dares  to  put  on  ? 

"■'Tis  a  wig  en  'vergettey  that  from  Paris  was  brought,     -^ 

"  Une  tete  comme  ilfaut,  that  the  varlet  has  bought 

**  Of  a  beggar,  whofc  head  he  has  ihav'd  fpr  a  groat ; 


Cf 
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*'  Now  fix'd  to  her  head,  does  he  frizzle  and -dab  It ; 
"  'Tis  a  foretop  no  more. — 'Tis  the  fkin  of  a  rabbit.- 
"  Tis  a  rr.ufF — 'tis  a  thing,  that  by  all  is  confell 
*'  Is  in  colour  and  Hiape  like  a  chaffinch's  neft. 


*'  O  ceafe,  ye  fair  virgins,  fuch  pains  to  employ, 
'  ■  The  beauties  of  nature  with  paint  to  deftroy  ; 
*"'  See  Venus  lament,  fee  the  Loves  and  the  Graces, 
**  All  pine  at  the  injury  done  to  your  faces! 
**  Ye  have  eyes,  lips,  and  nofe,  but  your  heads  are  no  more 
"  Than  a  doll's  that  is  plac'd  at  a  milliner's  door." 


i'm  alham'd  to  repeat  what  he  faid  in  the  fequel, 
Afperfions  fo  cruel  as  nothing'  can  equal  ! 
I  declare  I  am  fliock'd  fuch  a  fellow  fhould  vex. 
And  fpread  all  thefe  lies  of  the  innocent  fex. 
For  whom,  while  I  live,  I  will  make  proteflation 
I've  the  higheft  cilecm  and  profound  veneration  ; 

I  never 


(    99    ) 

I  never  (o  ftrange  an  opinion  will  harbour. 
That  they  buy  all  the  hair  they  have  got  of  a  barber  : 
N®r  ever  believe  that  fuch  beautiful  creatures 
Can  have  any  delight  in  abuiing  their  features  : 
One  thing  the'  I  wonder  at  much,  1  confefs,  is 
Th'  appearance  they  make  in  their  different  drefTes, 
For  indeed  they  look  very  much  like  apparitions 
When  they  come  in  the  morning  to  hear  the  muficians,     . 
And  fome  I  am  apt  to  miftake,  at  firil  fight. 
For  the  mothers  of  thofe  I  have  feen  over  night : 
It  fliocks.me  to  fee  them  look  paler  than  alhes. 
And  as  dead  in  the  eve  as  the  budo  of  Nash  is. 
Who  the  evening  before  were  fo  blooming  and  plump  ; 
— I'm  griev'd  to  the  heart  when  I  go  to  the  pump  : 
For  I  take  e/'ry  morning  a  I'jp  at  tlie  wn'cr, 
Juil  to  hear  what  is  pafliiig,  and  fee  what  they're  a'ter  j 
For  I'm  told  the  difcourfes  of  perfons  renn'd 
i  I    Are  better  than  books  for  imprcving  the  mind  ; 


f       TOO       ) 
But  a  great  deal  of  judgment's  required  in  the  {kimmlng 
The  polite  converfation  of  fenfible  women, 
For  they  come  to  the  pump,  as  before  I  was  faying, 
And  talk  all  at  once  while  the  mufic  is  playing  ! 
''  Your  fervant,  Mifs  Fitchet."    "  Good  morning,  Mifs 

**  Stote."" 
''  My  dear  Lady  RiGG LEDUM,  how  is  your  throat  ? 
**  Your  ladyfiiip  knows  that  I  fent  you  a  fcrawl, 
"  Lail  night  to  attend  at  }  our  ladydnp's  call. 
**  But  I  hear  tliat  your  ladyfhip  went  to  the  ball." 
"  — Oh    FiTCHET— don't    alk    me— good   heavens    pre 

**  ferve— 
**  I  wilh  there  was  no  fuch  a  thing  as  a  nerve  ; 
**  Half  dead  all  the  night,  I  proteil  and  declare  j 
•*  My  dear  little  Fitchet,  who  drefles  your  hair 
**  You'll  come  to  the  rooms,  all  the  world  will  be  there.    J 
"  Sir  Toby  Mac'  Negus  is  going  to  fettle 
J'  Piis  tea-drinking  night  with  Sir  Phili?  O'Kettle." 

«  Iter 


J 


,1 


( 


(       lOI       ) 
'*  I  hear  that  they  both  have  appointed  the  fame  -x 

"  The  majority  think  that  Sir  Philip's  to  blame  ; 
**  I  hope  they  won't  quarrel,  they're  both  in  a  fiame  : 
**  Sir  Toby  Mac'  Negus  much  fpirit  has  got, 
**  And  Sir  Philp  O'Kettle  is  apt  to  be  hot/* 
**  Have  you  read  the  Bath  Guide,  that  ridiculous  poem  ? 
'*  What  a  fcurrilous  author !  does  nobody  know  him?" 
'*  Young  Billy  Penwaggle,  and  Simfus  Chatter, 
**  Declare  'tis  an  ill-natur'd  half-witted  fatire." 
**  You  know  I'm  engag'd,  my  dear  creature,  with  you, 
**  And  Mrs.  Pamtickle,  this  morning  at  Loo  i 
*'  Poor  thing  !  tho'  ?at  hobbled  laft  night  to  the  ball, 
"  To-day  fhe's  fo  lame  that  fhe  hardly  can  crawl ;  ~ 
**  Major  Lignum  has  trod  on  the  firft  joint  of  her  toe— 
"  That  thing  they  play'd  laft  v/as  a  charming  concerto  ; 
"  I  don't  recollesfl  I  have  heard  it  before ;  -\ 

*'  The  minuet's  good,  but  the  jig  I  adore ;  y 

I 

**  Pray  fpeak  to  *Sir  Toby  to  cry  out  encore J'^  J 

K  5  Dear 


(       102       ) 

Dear  mother,  I  think  this  is  excellent  fun, 
But  if  all  I  mufl  write,  I  fiiould  never  have  done, 
So  myfelf  I  fubfcribe  your  moll  dutiful  fon. 


Bath,  in66.  S—  B—n— n— r. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    XIIL 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B— N — R — D  to  Lady  B — n- — r — d, 
at  Hall,  North. 


A  Public  Breakfast. 


Motivei  for  the  fame. — A  Inl  of  the  company. — -A  tender 
fcene. —  An  unfortunate  incident. 


w 


HAT  bleflings  attend,  my  dear  mother,  all  thofe 
Who  to  crowds  of  admirers  their  perfons  expofe ! 
Do  the  gods  fuch  a  noble  ambition  infpire  ; 
Or  gods  do  we  make  of  each  ardent  defire  ? 
O  generous  paiTion  !  'tis  yours  to  afford 
The  fplendid  aifcmbly,  the  plentiful  board  ; 


To 


/(^     104      ) 

To  thee  do  I  ov/e  fuch  a  breakfaft  this  morn. 
As  I  ne'er  faw  before,  fmce  the  hour  I  was  born  ; 
*Twas  you  made  my  Lord  Ragamuffin  come  here. 
Who  they  fay  has  been  lately  created  a  Peer. 
And  to-day  with  extreme  complaifance  and  rerpe(S  alk'd 
All  the  people  at  Bath  to  a  general  breakfaft. 


YouVe  heard  of  my  Lady  Bunb  utter,  no  doubt. 
How  fhe  loves  an  affemhljy  fandango^  or  rout ; 
No  lady  in  Loudon  is  half  fo  expert 
At  a  fnug  private  party,  her  friends  to  divert ; 
But  they  fay,  that  cf  late,  fhe's  grown  fick  of  the  town. 
And  often  to  Bath  condefcends  to  come  down  : 
Her  ladyfhips  favourite  houfe  is  die  Bear: 
Her  chariot,  and  fervants,  and  horfes  are  there  : 
My  Lady  declares  that  retiring  is  good  ; 
As  all  with  a  feparate  maintenance  fliould  : 


For 


(     I05     ) 

For  when  you  have  put  out  the  conjugal  fire, 
'Tis^time  for  all  fenfible  folk  to  retire  j 
If  Hymen  no  longer  his  fingers  will  fcorch. 
Little  Cupid  for  others  can  whip  in  his  torch. 
So  pert  is  he  grown,  fince  the  cuilom  began 
To  be  married  and  parted  as  quick  as  you  can. 

Now  my  Lord  had  tlie  honour  of  coming  down  poftj 
To  pay  his  refpeifls  to  fo  famous  a  toall   ; 
In  hopes  he  her  Lad)fhip*s  favour  might  win. 
By  playing  the  part  of  a  hoft  at  an  inn. 
I'm  fure  he's  a  perfon  of  great  refolutlon, 
Tho'  delicate  nerves,  and  a  weak  conditution ; 
For  he  carried  us  ail  lo  a  place  crofs  the  river, 
And  vow'd  that  the  rooms  were  too  hot  for  his  liver  ; 
He  faid  it  would  greatly  our  plcafure  promote. 
If  we  all  for  Spring-Gardens  fet  out  in  a  boat  : 


I  never 


(     ic6     ) 

I  never  as  yet  could  his  reafon  explain, 
"Why  we  all  fallied  forth  in  the  wind  and  the  rain  ; 
For  fare,  fuch  confufion  was  never  yet  known ; 
Here  a  cap  and  a  hat,  there  a  cardinal  blown  : 
While  his  Lordfhlp,  embroider'd  and  powder'd  all  o'er. 
Was  bowing,  and  handing  the  hdies  a-fhore  : 
How  the  miltes  did  huddle  and  fcuddle,  and  ran  : 
One  would  think  to  be  wet  mud  be  very  good  fun ; 
F®r  by  waggling  their  tails,  they  all  feem'd  to  take  pains 
To  moiflen  their  pinions  like  ducks  when  it  rains  j 
And  'twas  pretty  to  fee  how,  like  birds  of  a  feather. 
The  people  of  quality  flock'd  all  together  ; 
All  preffing,  addrefTing,  careiTmg,  and  fond, 
Juft  the  fame  as  thofd"  animals  are  in  a  pond ; 
You've  read  all  their  names  in  the  news,  I  fuppof*. 
But,  for  fear  you  have  not,  take  the  liil  as  it  goes  : 


There 


(     107     ) 

There  was  Lady  Greasewrister, 

And  Madam  Van-Twister, 

Her  Ladyfhip's  filler. 

Lord  Cram,  and  Lord  Vulter^ 

Sir  Brandish  O'Culter, 

With  Marflial  Carouzer, 

And  Old  Lady  Mouzer, 
And  the  great  Hancverian  Baron  Pansmowzer  ; 
Befides  many  others,  who  all  in  the  rain  went. 
On  purpofe  to  honour  this  great  entertainment  ;> 
The  company  made  a  moil  brilliant  appearance. 
And  ate  Bread  and  Butter  with  great  perfeverance ; 
All  the  chocolate  too,  that  my  Lord  fet  before  'em^ 
The  ladies  Qifpatch'd  with  the  utmofl  decorum. 
Soft  mufical  numbers  were  heard  all  around. 
The  horns  and  the  clarions  ecchoing  found  : 

Sweet  were  the  ftrains,  as  od'rous  gales  that  blow 
O'er  fragrant  banks,  where  pinks  and  rofes  grow. 


The 


(     io8     ) 

The  Peer  was  quite  ravifli'd,  while  clofe  to  his  fide 
Sat  Lady  Bunb utter,  in  beautiful  pride  ! 
Oft  turning  his  eyes,  he  with  rapture  furvey'd 
All  the  powerful  charms  flie  fo  nobly  difplay'd. 
As  when  at  the  feaft  of  the  great  Alexander, 
TiMOTHEUs,  the  mufical  fon  of  Thfrsander, 
Breath 'd  heavenly  mcafurcs ; 


The  prince  was  in  pain. 

And  could  not  contain, 
While  Thais  was  fitting  befide  him; 

But,  before  all  his  peers. 

Was  for  fhaking  the  fpheres. 
Such  goods  the  kind  gods  did  provide  liim. 


Grew  bolder  and  bolder. 
And  cock'd  up  his  fhoulder. 
Like  the  fon  of  great  Jupiter  Ammon, 

Till 


(     109     ) 

Till  at  length  quite  opprefl, 
He  funk  on  her  breaft. 
And  lay  there  as  dead  as  a  falmon. 


O  had  I  a  voice  that  was  flronger  than  fteel. 
With  twice  fifty  tongues  to  exprefs  what  I  £td. 
And  as  many  good  mouths,  yet  I  never  could  iftter 
All  the  fpeeches  my  Lord  made  to  Lady 'Bunb utter  ! 
So  polite  all  the  time,  that  he  ne'er  touch'd  a  bit. 
While  flie  ate  up  his  rolls  and  applauded  his  wit  : 
For  they  tell  me  that  men  oftruefajle,  when  they  treat. 
Should  talk  a  great  deal,  but  they  never  (liould  eat  ; 
And  if  that  be  the  fafaion,  I  never  v.ill  give 
Any  grand  entertainment  as  Idng  as  I  live  : 
For  I'm  of  opinion  'tis  proper  to  chear 
The  llomach  and  bowels,  as  well  as  the  ear- 
-Kor  me  did  the  charming  concerto  of  Abel 
Regale  like  the  breakfaft  I  faw  on  the  table  : 

L  I  freely 


1 


(     no     ) 

I  freely  will  own  I  the  muffins  preferr'd 

To  all  the  genteel  converfatlon  I  heard. 

E'en  tho'  I'd  the  honour  of  fitting  between 

My  Lady  Stuff-damask  and  Peggy  Moreen, 

Who  both  flew  to  Baf/:>  In  the  nightly  m,achine. 

Cries  Peggy,  **   This  place  is  enchantingly  pretty  ; 

••  We  never  can  fee  fuch  a  thing  in  the  city  : 

"'    You  may  fj-cnd  all  your  life-time  in  Cateaton-fiyeet^ 

•*  And  never  fo  civil  a  gentleman  meet  ; 

*'  Yoti  may  talk  what  you  pleafe;  you  may  fearch  Zc;a/->77 

"   through  ; 
**  You  may  go  to  CarliJIes,  and  to  Almanack  too  : 
"  And  I'll  give  you  my  head  if  you  find  fuch  a  hoft, 
'*  For  coffee,  tea,  chocolate,  butter,  and  toaft  : 
"  How  he  welcomes  at  once  all  the  world  and  his  wife, 
*'  And  how  civil  to  folk  he  ne'er  faw  in  his  life  !" 
Thefe  horns,  cries  my  Lady,  fo  tickle  one's  ear. 


(C 


*'  Lard  !  \\hat  would  I  give  that  Sir  Simon  v/^s  here  ! 


*^  To 


(   III   ) 

''  To  the  next  public  breakfaft  Sir  Simon  fliall  go, 
**  For  I  find  here  are  folks  one  may  venture  to  know  : 
**  Sir  Simon  would  glacly  his  Lordihip  attend, 
"  And  my  Lord  would  be  pless'd  with  To  chearful  a  friend.* 


So  when  we  had  wailed  more  bread  at  a  Breakfail 
Than  the  poor  of  our  parifh  have  ate  for  this  week  pail, 
I  faw,  all  at  once,  a  prodigious  great  throng 
Come  buHling,  and  ruftling,  and  jouling  along  : 
For  his  Lordihip  was  pleas'd  that  the  company  now 
To  my  Lady  Bun  butter  iliould  curt'fey  and  bow  : 
And  my  Lady  was  pleas'd  too,  and  feem'd  vaftlj'  proud 
At  once  to  receive  all  the  thanks  of  a  crowd  ; 
And  when,  like  Chaldeans^  we  all  had  ador'd 
This  beautiful  image  fet  up  by  my  Lord, 
Some  few  infigniiicant  folk  went  away, 
Juft  to  follow  th'  employments  and  calls  of  the  day ; 


L  2  Bit* 
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But  tbofe  v.'ho  knew  better  their  time  how  to  fpend, 

* 

The  fiddling  and  dancing  all  chofc  to  attend. 
Mifs  Clunch  and  Sir  Toby  perlorm'd  a  Cotillion , 
J'jfl  the  fame  as  our  Susan  and  Bo  b  the  poflilion  ; 
All  the  v/hlle  her  mamma  was  exprefilng  her  joy, 
'^I'hat  her  daughter  the  morning  fo  well  could  employ. 


—Now  why  fliould  the  rnufe,  my  dear  mother,  relate 
The  misfortunes  that  fall  to  the  lot  of  the  great  ! 
As  homeward  we  came — 'tis  with  forrow  you'll  hear 
Vrhat  a  dreadful  difafter  attended  the  Peer  : 
For  whether  feme  envious  god  had  decreed 
That  a  Naiad  fliould  long  to  ennoble  the  breed  ; 
Or  whether  his  Lordfliip  was  charm'd  to  behold 
His  face  in  the  ilreanh,  like  Narcissus  of  old  ;' 
In  handing  old  Lady  Bumfidgit  and  Daughter, 
This  obfequious  Lord  tumbled  into  the  water  ; 


But 
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But  a  nymph  of  the  flood  brought  him  fafe  to  the  beat, 
And  I  left  all  the  ladies  a-cleaning  his  coat.— 


Thus  the  feaft  was  concluded,  as  far  as  I  hear. 
To  the  great  fatlsfadlion  of  all  that  were  there. 
O  may  he  give  breakfafts  as  long  as  he  flays. 
For  I  ne'er  ate  a  better  in  all  my  born  days. 
In  hafte  I  conclude,  &c,  &c.  &c. 

Bath,  1766.  S B — n— R— d 
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LETTER    XIV. 


Mifs  Prudence  B — n — r — d    to   Lady  Eltz. 
M — D — ss,  at  Caftlc,  North, 


M.fs  Prudence  B — n — r — d  informs  Lady  Betty  that 
-  flie  has  been  eleded  to  Methodism  by  a  Vision. 


H 


.EARKEN,  Lady  Betty,  hearken, 
To  the  difmal  news  I  tell ; 
How  your  friends  are  all  embarking 
For  the  fier}-  gulph  of  hell. 


Brother  Si mkin's  grown  a  rakehelj^ 
Cards  and  dances  ev'ry  day, 


JE^-^-y 
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Jenky  laughs  at  tabernacle. 
Tabby  Runt  is  gone  aflray. 


BlelTed  I,  tho'  once  rejeded. 
Like  a  little  wand'ring  fheep^ 

Who  this  morning  was  elefted 
By  a  vifion  in  my  fleep : 


For  I  dream 'd  an  apparition 
Came,  like  Roger,  from  abov 
aying,  By  divine  commifTion 
I  muft  fill  you  full  of  love. 


Juft  with  Roger's  head  of  hair  on, 

Roger's  mouth,  and  pious  fmile  ; 
Sweet,  methinks,  as  beard  of  Aaron, 

Dropping  down  with  hci)   oil., 

I  begj?n 
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I  began  to  fall  a  kicking. 

Panted,  ftruggled,  ftrove  in  vain  ; 
When  the  fpirit  whipt  fo  quick  in, 
I  was  cur'd  of  all  my  pain. 


Firft  I  thought  it  was  the  night-mare 
Lay  fo  heavy  on  my  breaft  ; 

But  I  found  new  joy  and  light  there. 
When  with  heavenly  love  polTel}, 


Come  agaifi,  then,  apparition, 
Finiih  what  thou  haft  begun  ; 

Roger,  ftay,  thou  foul's  phyfician, 
I  with  thee  my  race  will  run. 


Faith  he:  chariot  has  appointed. 
Now  we're  Hretching  for  the  goal ; 


All 
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All  the  wheels  with  grace  anointed. 
Up  to  heav'n  to  drive  my  foul.— 


The  editor,  for  many  reafons,  begs  to  be  excufed  giving 
the  public  the  fequel  of  this  young  lady's  letter ;  but  if  the 
reader  will  look  into  the  Bifnop  of  Exeter's  book,  intitled, 
**  The  Enthufiafm  of  Methodifls  and  Papifts  compared/'  he 
will  find  msny  inftances,  (particularly  of  young  people)  who 
have  been  ele(^ied  in  the  manner  above. 


LETTER 
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LETTER      XV. 


Mr.  Sim  KIN  B — n — r — d  to  Lady  B — n — r — d 
at  Hall,  North. 


Serious  Reflections  of  Mr.  B — n — ft — d.  —  His  Bill 
of  ExPENCES. — The  Distresses  of  the  Family. — 
A  Farewell  to  Bath, 


IX.  LAS,  my  dear  mother,  our  evil  and  good 
By  few  is  diftinguifli'd,  by  few  underflood  ! 
How  oft  are  we  doom'd  to  repent  ?.t  the  end, 
Th'  events  that  our  pleafanteft  profpeifls  attend  ! 
As  Solon  declar'd,  in  the  laft  fcene  alone. 
All  the  joys  of  our  life,  all  our  forrow  are  known. 


When 
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When  firil  I  came  hither  for  vapours  and  wind,  -\ 

J       To  cure  all  diftempers,  and  ftudy  mankind,  y 


How  little  I  dream'd  of  the  tempeft  behind  ! 
I  never  once  thought  what  a  furious  blaft. 
What  ftorms  of  diftrefs  would  o'erwhelm  me  at  laft. 
How  wretched  am  I !  what  a  fine  declamation 
Might  be  made  on  the  fabje<fl  of  my  fituation ! 
I'm  a  fable  ! — an  inftance  ! — and  ferve  to  difpenfe 
An  example  to  all  men  of  fpirit  and  fenfe. 
To  all  men  of  fafhion,  and  all  men  of  wealth. 
Who  come  to  this  place  to  recover  their  health  : 
For  my  means  are  fo  unall,  and  my  bills  are  fo  large, 
I  ne'er  can  come  home  till  you  fend  a  difcharge. 
Let  the  Mufe  fpeak  the  caufe,  if  a  Mufc  yet  remain 
To  fupplyme  with  rhymes,  and  exprefs  all  my  pain. 
Paid  bells,  and  muficians. 
Drugs,  nurfe,  and  ph}-ficians. 
Balls,  raffles,  fubfcriptions,  and  chairs  ; 


] 


W 
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Wigs,  gowns,  (kins,  and  trimming. 
Good  books  for  the  women, 
'      Plays,  concerts,  tea,  neg'is,  and  prayers. 

Paid  the  following  fchemes. 

Of  all  who  it  feems 
Udkc  charity-bus'nefs  their  care  : 

A  gamefter  decay 'd. 

And  a  prudifh  old  maid 
By  gaiety  brought  to  defpair  : 


A  fidler.  of  note. 

Who,  for  lace  on  his  coat. 
To  his  taylor  was  much  in  arrears : 

An  author  of  merit. 

Who  wrote  with  fuch  fpirit 
The  pillory  took  off  his  ears. 


A 
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A  fum,  my  dear  mother,  far  heavier  jet. 
Captain  Cormorant  won  when  I  learn 'd  lanfquenet ; 
Two  hundred  I  paid  him,  and  five  am  in  debt. 
For  the  five  I  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  ^vriie, 
For  the  Captain  was  very  well  bred  and  polite. 
And  took,  as  he  faw  my  expences  were  great, 
My  bond,  to  be  paid  on  the  Clodpolc  eftate  ; 
And  alks  nothing  more  while  the  money  is  lent. 
Than  intereft  paid  him  at  twenty  per  cent. 


But  I'm  {hock'd  to  relate  what  diftrefles  befall 


Is 


Mifs  Jenny,  my  filler,  and  Tabby  and  all  : 
Mifs  Jenny,  poor  thing,  from  this  ^^//^  expedition. 
Was  in  hopes  very  foon  to  have  changM  her  condition  ; 
But  rumour  has  brought  certain  things  to  her  ear. 
Which  I  ne'er  will  believe,  yet  am  forry  to  hear ; 

*  That  the  Captain,  her  lover,  her  dear  Romeo, 

*  Was  banilh'd  the  army  a  great  while  ago  .* 


M 
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'  That  lii^  friends  and  his  foes  he  alike  can  betray, 
*  And  picks  up  a  fcandalous  living, bj'  play.' 
But  if  e'er  I  could  think  that  the  Captain  had  cheated, 
Gr  my  dear  coufin  Jenny  unworthily  treated. 
By  all  tliat  is  facred  I  fvvcar,  for  his  pains 
I'd  cudgel  him  firll,  and  then  blow  out  his  brains. 
For  the  man  I  abhor  like  the  devil,  dear  mother. 
Who  sne  thing  conceals,  and  profeffes  anotheri 


O  how  fhall  we  know  the  right  way  to  purfue  f— 
Do  the  ills  of  mankind  from  religion  accrue  ! 
Religion,  defign'd  to  relieve  all  our  care. 
Has  brought  my  poor  filler  to  grief  and  defpair  : 
Now  Ihe  talks  of  damnation,  and  fcrews  up  her  face  ; 
Then  prates  about  Roger,  and  fpiritual  grace  : 
Her  fenfes,  alas  !  feem  at  once  gone  aftray — 
No  pen  can  defcribe  it,  no  letter  convey. 


M  2  But 
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But  the  man  ^without  Jin^  that  Moravian  Rabbi^ 
Has  perfeftly  cur'd  the  Chlorojis  of  Tabby  ; 
And,  if  right  I  can  judge,  from  her  fhape  and  her  face^ 
She  foon  may  produce  him  an  infant  of  grace. 


Now  they  fay  that  ail  people,  in  our  ntuation, 
I        Are  very  fine  fubjesfls  for  regeneration  ? 

But  I  thiuk,  my  dear  mother,  the  beft  we  can  do. 
Is  to  pack  up  our  all,  and  return  back  to  you.  , 

Farewell  then,  ye  dreams. 
Ye  poetical  themes ! 
Sweet  fountains  for  curing  the  fpleen  ! 
I'm  griev'd  to  the  heart 
Without  caul  to  depart. 
And  quit  this  adorable  fcene  ? 
Vv^here  gaming  and  grace 
Each  other  embrace, 
Diffipation  and  piety  meet  :— 


\ 
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May  all,  ^vhoNe  a  notion 
Of  cards  or  devotion. 
Make  Baih  i\i6t  delightful  retreat  ! 


Bath,  176^.  S B— n— R-». 


EPILOGUE 


EPILOGUE 


T  O     T  H  E 


SECOND       EDITION, 


CONTAINING 

Criticisms,    and    the    Guide's    Conversatioit    with 
three  Ladies  of  Piety,  Learning,  and  Difcretion. 

A  Letter  to  Mifs  Jenny  W — d — r  at  Bathy  from  Ladj 
Eliz.  M — D — ss,  her  friend  in  the  country;  a  youn^ 
Lady  of  neither  FaQiion,  Tafte,  nor  Spirit. 

The  Conversation   continued. — Their  Ladyships  Re^ 
ceipt  for  a  Novel, — The  Ghost  of  Mr,  Quin, 


Ms 
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1 


EPILOGUE; 


CONTAINING 


Criticisms,    and    the    Guide's  Conversation   ulth 
three  Ladies  of  Piety,  Learning,  and  Difcretion, 


X    H  E  R  E  are  who  complain  that  my  verfe  Is  fevere. 
And  what  is  much  worfe — that  my  Book  is  too  dear  : 
The  Ladies  protefl  that  I  keep  no  decorum 

t 

In  fetting  fuch  patterns  of  folly  before  'em  : 
Some  cannot  conceive  what  the  Guide  is  about. 
With  names  fo  unmeaning  to  make  fuch  a  rout. 
Lady  Dorothy  Scrawl  would  engage  to  befpcak 

A  hundred  fuch  things  to  be  made  in  a  week ; 

^Tadam 


(       128       ) 

Madam  Shuffledumdoo,  more  provoking  than  that. 

Has  fold  your  poor  Guide  for  two  fifh  and  a  mat  ; 

A  fweet  medium  paper,  a  book  of  fine  fize. 

And  a  print  that  I  hop'd  would  have  fuited  her  eyes. 

And  anotlier  good  lady,  of  delicate  tafte. 

Cries,  "  Fie  !  Mr.  Bookfeller,  bring  me  fome  pafte  ; 

"  I'll  clofe  up  this  leaf,  or  my  daughter  will  flcim 

*'  The  cream  of  tliat  vile  methodiflical  hymn." — 

Then  (luck  me  down  fall — fo  unfit  was  my  page 

To  meet  the  chafte  eyes  of  this  virtuous  age. 


Guide.]  O  fpare  me,  good  Madam,  it  goes  to  my  heart 
"With  my  fwcet  methodiilical  letter  to  part. 
Away  with  your  pafte  !  *tis  exceedingly  hard 
Thus  to  torture  and  cramp  an  unfortunate  bard  : 
How  my   mufe  will  be  fhock'd,    when  (he's  juft  taking 

flight. 
To  find  that  her  pinions  arc  faften'd  fo  tight ! 

Firft 
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Fijji  Ladt.]    Why    you   know,    beyond  reafon  and*^ 
decency  too,  I 

Beyond  all  refped  to  religion  that's  due^ 
Your  dirty  fatirical  work  you  purfue. 
I  very  well  know  whom  you  meant  to  affront 
In  the  pidures  of  Pr u d  e  n  g  e,  and  Ta e i t h  a  Run  t,-— 

Guide.]  Indeed,  my  good  ladies,  religion  and  virtue 
Are  things  that  I  never  defign'd  aiiy  hurt  to. 
All  poets  and  painters,  as  Horace  agrees. 
May  copy  from  nature  what  figures  they  pleafe  ; 
Kor  blame  the  poor  poet,  or  painter,  if  you 
In  verfe  or  on  canvas  your  likenefs  (hould  view. 
I  hope  you  don't  think  I  would  write  a  lampoon  ; 
I'd  be  hang'd  at  the  foot  of  Vamaffus  as  foon. 


Secdnd 
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Second   Lady.]      Prithee   don't    talk    to    me    of   your 
Horace  and  Flaccus, 
When  you  come  like  an  impudent  wretch  to  attack  us. 
What's  Parnajftis  to  you  r  Take  away  but  your  rhime. 
And  the  ilrains  of  the  bellman  are  fall  as  lubiime. 


Tliiii  Lady.]     Dofl  think  that  fuch  ilufF  as  thou  writ'il     '  | 

I 

upon  Tabby, 
Will  procure  thee  a  bufto  in  Wejlminjier  Abbey  ? 


Guide.]  'Tis  true,  on  Pamaffus  I  never  did  dream. 
Nor  e'er  did  I  tafte  of  fwcet  Uelkons  dream  : 
My  Ihare  of  the  fountain  I'll  fi'cely  rafign 
To  thofe  who  are  better  belov'd  by  the  Nine ; 
Give  builos  to  poets  of  higher  renown, 
I  ne'er  was  ambitious  in  marble  to  frown  : 
Give  laurels  to  thofe,  from  the  God  of  the  lyre 
Who  catch- the  bright  fpark  of  ethereal  fire  ; 

Wh 


^» 
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Who,  (kill'd  every  paflion  at  will  to  impart. 

Can  play  round  the  head  while  they  Ileal  to  the  heart ; 

Who,  taught  by  Apollo  to  guide  the  bold  Heed, 

Know  when  to  give  force,  when  to  temper  his  fpeed  ; 

My  nerves  all  forflike  mc,  my  voice  he  difdains. 

When  he  rattles  his  pinions,  no  more  hears  the  reins. 

But  thro'  the  bright  ether  fublimely  he  goes. 

Nor  earth,  air,  or  ocean,  or  mountains  oppofe,<— 

For  me,  'tis  enough  that  my  to-il  I  purfue. 

Like  the  bee  driu4ing  fweets  that  exhale  from  the  devr. 

Content  if  Melpomene  joins  to  my  lay 

One  tender  foft  ftrain  of  melodious  Gray  ; 

Thrice  happy  in  your  approbation  alone. 

If  the  following  ode  for  my  hymn  can  atone, 


A    LETTER 
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A       LETTER 


To    Mifs    J  E  N  N  V    W D — R,    at    B  A  T  H  ; 


FROM 


Lady  Eliz.  M — d — ss,   her  Friend  in  the 

Country  ; 

A  Young    Lady    of  neither    Fafhion,    Taile,    nor  Spirit. 


V--'  F  T  I've  invok'd  th'  Aunian  quire. 

And  Phoebus  oft  in  vain. 
Like  thee,  my  friend,  to  tune  aiy  lyre, 
-  Like  thee  to  raife  my  ftrain  ; 

And  when,  of  late,  I  fought  their  aid 

The  flow'ry  bank  be'fide, 
Methought,  along  the  filent  glade 

I  heard  a  voice,  that  cry'd 

">Miftaken 
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"  Miflaken  Maid  !  why  idly  waP.e 
"  Your  hours  in  fruitlefs  toil  ? 

**  You  ne'er  the  hallow  "d  brook  can  talle, 
"  Or  tread  poetic  foil. 


'*  For  fmce  your  friend  purfues  the  path 

"  Where  wit  and  pleafure  reigns, 
'*  With  her  hai  fled  each  Mufe  to  Bath, 


'[  From  thefe  negleded  plains. 


*"'  There  many  a  bard's  infpir'd  with  forig> 

*'  With  epigram,  -and  ode  ; 
**  And  oKe,  the  meanefl:  of  the  throng-. 

'*  Takes  fatire's  thorny  road. 


'*  For  him  Bath\  injur'd  genius  now 
"  The  hemlock  juice  prepares, 

N  *'  And 
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"  And  deadly  nightfhade  o'er  liis  brow 
*'  For  laurel  wreath  he  wears. 


"  Him,  like  the  Thracian  bard,  fnall  curfe 
"  Each  nymph,  each  angry  dame  ; 

**  Hio'  far  inferior  be  his  verfe, 
*'  His  haplefs  fate  die  fame. 


•'■  Torn  be  the  wretch,  whofe  impious  ilrains 
"  Profan'd  their  beauty's  pride, 

*•'  No  mufe  to  gather  his  remains 
**  That  flow'd  down  A^Qn\  tide  ; 


'*   But  him  ihall  many  a  drone  purfue 
*'  That  hums  around  the  Ibeam  j 

**  Him  frantic  priefts,  an  infect  crew 
"  Tliat  cloud  Light's  heav'nly  beam. 


"  Then 
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'*  Then,  left  his  dedlnv  vou  fhare, 
**  Pa.li  nymph,  thy  drains  give  o'er  ! 


•*  Be  warn'd  by  me,  of  rhvrae  beware ! 


i"_ 


The  voice  was  heard  no  more. 


Yet  tho*  I  ceafe  my  artlefs  lay. 
No  longer  court  the  Nine, 

This  faithful  tribute  will  I  pay 
At  friendfhip's  facred  fhrine. 


Here  will  I  oScr  incenfe  fweet. 
Here  light  the  hallow 'd  fires : 

^'\nd  oh  !  with  kind  acceptance  meet 
What  true  regard  infpifes. 


Nor 
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Nor  let  my  friendly  verfe  offend 
*  That  poor  deluded  maid, 

Whofeytf//-^  I  ne'er  can  comprehend. 
Or  grace  in  dreams  convey 'J. 


May  no  fuch  grace  my  thoughts  employ. 

Nor  I  with  ^iwy  view 
Thofe  fccnes  of  diilipated  joy. 

So  well  defcrib'd  by  you. 


Think  not  a  parent's  harlh  decrees 
From  me  thofe  fcenes  withhold  ; 

Kis  foft  requeft  can  ne'er  difpleafe 
Who  ne'er  my  joys  control'd. 


*  Mifs  Prudence  B — nd — rh — 1>, 
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But  pinin»  years  opprefi:  with  grief 
My  tender  care  demand  ; 

The  bed  of  ficknefs  aflcs  relief 
From  my  fupporting  hand. 


Well  do  I  know  how  forrow  pre  vs. 

E*er  fince  the  hour  that  gave 
The  partner  of  his  happier  days 

To  feek  the  filent  grave. 


In  that  fad  hour  my  lips  fhe  prelr, 

Bedev^'-'d  with  many  a  tear  ; 
And  "  Take,"  Ihe  cry'd,  *♦  this  laft  bequeft, 

*'  A  dying  mother's  pray'r. 


**  0  let  the  maxims  I  convey 
**  Sink  deep  into  thy  bread, 

N  3  «  Whe 
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"  When  I  no  more  dired  thy  way, 
^'  Retir'd  to  endlefs  reft. 


"  Look  on  thy  aged  father's  woe  ! 

"  'Tis  thine  to  foothe  his  pain  : 
*'  With  Grace  like  this,  -^^eh'gion  fhcw^ 

*'  And  thus  her  caufe  maintain. 


^'  Nof  Is't  enough  that  Grace  difplays, 
**  Or  Faith  her  h'ght  divine  ; 

*•■  In  t<ll  thy  works,  in  all  thy  waySj 
"  Let  heav'nly  Virtue  fhine  : 


'*  O  !  may  the  Fountain  of  all  truth 
**  Each  Perfect  Gift  impart, 

**  With  Innocence  prote(ft  thy  youth, 
■*  With  Hope  fupport  thy  heart. 


«  SO 
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"  So  may 'ft  thou  learn  thyfelf  to  know. 


**  Of  all  extremes  beware. 


"  Nor  find  in  ag-e  thv  cup  o'erflow 


With  ihame,  rcmorfe,  and  care  : 


**  Then  fhall  no  madmen  Light  reveal, 

**  No  vifionary  priefl, 
**  With  falfehood,  ignorance,  and  zeal, 

**  Torment  thy  peaceful  breall  : 


**  Then  fliall  no  fears  thy  foul  diftrefs, 
**  Religion's  doubts  fhall  ceafe ; 

**  Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleafantnefs, 
**  And  aJl  her  paths  are  peace." 


Such  were  the  truths  ere  loft  in  death 


Her  parting  voice  convey 'd 


Such  may  I  keep  'till  lateft  breath. 
Thou  dear  lamented  (hade  ! 


What  tho'  no  Mufe  \slll  deign,  n>y  friend. 

My  homely  joys  to  tell  ; 
Tho*  Fashion  ne'er  will  condcfcend 

To  feck  this  humble  cell  ; 


Yet  freedom,  peace,  and  mind  ferene, 

"Who  modiQi  life  dlfdains, 
iPerj^etual  fweetc  !)  enrich  the  fcene 


Where  confcious  virtue  reici^ns  : 


Blcft  fcenes  !  fuch  unrepentc.d  joys. 

Such  true  delights  ye  give, 
P^emote  from  fafnion,  vice,  and  noife, 

Contented  let  me  live* 

Eltz.  Modeless. 


(     HI     ) 


The  Conversation  contlnaed, The  Ladies  Receij 

for  a  Novel.* The  Ghost  of  Mr.  Quin, 


UIDE.l  XN 


.]  1.^  O  W   I  hope   that    this  letter  from  youn^ 
Lady  Betty, 
Will  be  reckon'd  exceedingly  decent  and  pretty  : 
That  you,  my  good  ladies,  who  ne'er  could  endure 
A  hymn  fo  ineffahly  'vile  and  impure ^ 
My  indelicate  mufe  will  no  longer  be^waii. 
Since  a  fweet  little  moral  is  pinn'd  to  her  tail  i. 
If  not,  as  fo  kindly  Fm  tutor'd  by  you. 
Pray  tell  a  poor  poet  what's  proper  to  do. 


Firh 
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Firft  Lady.]     Why    if  thou    mud   write,   thou   had'fi: 
better  compofe 
Some  no^eis^  or  elegant  letters  in  profe. 
Take  a  fubje^  that's  grave,  with  a  moral  that's  good. 
Throw  in  all  the  temptations  that  \irtue  with.'^ooJ, 
Iji  epi/iles  like  Pamela's  chafte  ^t^d  devout — 
A  book  that  viy  family s  net'er  fwiihouf. 


Second  I  ADY.]     O  !  pray    let   your    hero   be  handfom^; 
and  young. 
Tads,  wit,  and  fine  fentiment,  flow  from  his  tongue. 
His  delicate  feelings  be  fure  to  Improve 
With  paHicn,  with  tender  foit  rapture  and  love. 


Third 
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STZ'/V^Ladv.]    Auu  fome  incidents  too,  which  I  like"] 


above  meafure. 


V 


Such  as  thofe  ^uohiJj  I'-oe  heard 'alt  efteem'd  as  a  trcafure       j 

! 

In  a  book  that's  intitled — The  Womaji  of  Pleajur'e,  J 

Mix  well,  and  }'ou'll  find  'twill  a  iio~jcl  produce 
Kt  for  modell  young  ladles — fo  keep  it  for  ufe. 


Guide,]       Damnation — (ajide)    Well,    ladies,    I'll    d( 
what  I  can. 
And  ye'li  bind  it,  I  hope,  with  your  Dh^j  of  Man, 
Guide  mutters.  ~\    Take  a  fubjeSi  that's  gra-'je,  ivith  a  moral~\ 


that's  g-ood / 


Thus  mufin^;,  I  wander'd  in  folenetic  mood 
Where  the  lan'ruid  eld  Cam  rolls  his  willowy  Hood, 


Whe 
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!. 


When  lo  !  beneath  the  poplar's  gllmmnng  {hade. 

Along  the  ftream  where  trembling  oziers  play'd. 

What  time  the  bat  lovv-ilittlng  flclms  the' ground,  -^ 

When  beetles  buzz,  when  gnats  are  felt  around. 

And  hoarfer  frogs  their  am'rous  defcant  found. 

Sweet  fcenes  !  that  heav'nly  contemplaflon  give. 

And  oft  in  mufical  dcfcription  live  ! 

When  now  the  moon's  refulgent  rays  begin 

O'er  twilight  groves  to  fpread  their  mantle  thin. 

Sudden  arofe  the  awful  form  of  Quin  : 

A  form  that  bigger  than  the  life  sppear'd, 

And  head  like  Patagcniaji  hero  rear'd. 

Aghaft  I  flood  !  when  lo  !  with  mild  command 

And  looks  of  courtefy,  he  wav'd  his  hand. 

Me  to  th'  embowering  grove's  dark  path  convey 'd. 

And  thus  began  the  venerable  Shsde  : 


i€ 


Forth 


H5     ) 


**  Forth  from  Elysium's  bleft  abodes  I  come, 
**  Regions  of  joy,  where  Fate  has  fix'd  my  doom  : 
**  Look  on  my  face — I  well  remember  thine  : 
**  Thou  knewft  me  too,  when  erft  in  life's  decline 
"  At  Bath  I  dwelt — there  late  repos'd  mifie  age, 
"  And  unrcpining  left  this  mortal  ftage : 
**  Yet  do  thofe  fcenes,  once  confcious  of  delight, 
**  Rejoice  my  focial  ghofl  I  there  oft  by  night 
**  I  hold  my  way  : 

*'  And  from  the  mullet,  and  the  fav'ry  jols> 
"  Catch  fragrant  fumes,  that  ftill  regale  my  foul ! 
**  Sweet  Bathy  which  thou  thefe  dreary  banks  along 
•*  Oft  mak'ft  the  fubjed  of  thy  wayward  fong.'*~ 


GuiDE,]     O  fpare  me,  Uefl  fpirit- 


O  Ghost.] 
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Ghost.]  Quit  thy  vain  fears  ;  I  come  not  to  accufe 
The  motley  labours  of  thy  mirthful  Mufe, 
For  well  I  ween,  if  rightly  underftocd. 
Thy  themes  are  pleafant,  and  thy  moral  good. 
Oft  have  I  read  the  laughter- moving  phrafe, 
And  fplayfoot  meafures  of  thy  Sim  kin's  laj's. 
Nor  aught  indecent  or  ohfcem  I  find,- 
That  virtue  wounds,  or  taints  the  virgin's  mind  ; 
Beware  of  that — O  !  why  fhould  I  defcribe 
What  ills  await  the  C2\{\?[  Jcribblivg  tribe  ? 
Firft  fee  the  mob  who  ?i0'vcls  lewd  difpenfe. 
The  bane  of  virtue,  modefty,  and  fenfe  : 
Next  that  infernal  crew,  detradors  bafc, 
Vv'ho  pen  lampoons ;  true  faiire's  foul  difgrace  : 


Nor    ' : 
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Nor  lefs  the  punifhment  in  realms  below 

For  thofe  who  prai/e  nnmerited  beftow, 

Thofe  pimps  in  fcience,  who,  with  dulnefs  bold> 

The  facred  Mufes  proilitute  for  gold  : 

Thofe  too  whom  zeal  to  pious  wrath  inclines, 

PedantiCy  proudj  polemical  divines  : 

Bad  critics  lafl:,  whom  Rh  ad  AM  a  nth  fevere 

Chaflifes  firil,  then  condeicends  to  hear  : 

All,  all  in  fiery  Phlegethon  mull  flay, 

*Till  %^y  and  ink,  and  dirt,  of  fcribbling  day. 

In  purifying  flames  are  purg'd  away. — ^ 


1 


J 


Guide.]     OtruH  me,  bled  fpirlt,  I  ne'er  would  offend 
One  innocent  virgin,  one  virtuous  friend  ; 


O    2 
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From  nature  alone  are  my  chara^^ers  drawn. 
From  little  Bob  Jerom  to  bifhops  in  lawn  : 
Sir  Boreas  Blubber,  and  fuch  flupid  faces. 
Are  at  Lotidc>n,  at  Bath,  and  at  all  public  places ; 
And  if  to  Neivmsrki't  I  chance  to  repair, 
'Tis  cdds  but  I  fee  Captain  Cormorant  there  : 
But  he  who  his  calh  on  phyficians  bellows. 
Meets  a  f:'ght  little  dodor  wherever  he  goes. 

Ghost.]     'Tis  true,  fuch  infers  as  thy  tale  has  fnewn 
Breathe  not  the  atmofphere  of  Bath  alone, 
Tho'  there,  in  gaiety's  meridian  ray. 
Vain  fools,  like  flies,  their  gaudy  wings  difplay  j 
Awhile  they  flutter,  but,  their  funfhinc  paft. 
Their  fate,  like  Simkin,  they  lament  at  laft. 


Worfe 
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Worfe  ills  fucceed  ;  oft  Superultion's  gloom 
Sheds  baneful  influence  o'er  their  youthful  bloom  — 
Such  Heav'n  avert  from  fair  Britannia's  plains. 
To  realms  where  bigotry  and  llavery  reigns  ! 
No  more  of  that. — But  fay,  thou  tim'rous  bard. 
Claim  not  the  Winfs  of  Bath  thy  jud  regard  ? 
Where  oft,  I  ween,  the  brewer's  cauldron  flows 
With  elder's  mawklfli  juice,  and  puck'ring  floes, 
Cyder  and  hot  geneva  they  combine. 
Then  call  the  fatal  compofition  Wine, 
By  Cerberus  I  fwear,  net  thofe  vile  crews. 
Who  vend  their  pois'nous  med'cines  by  the  news. 
For  means  of  death,  air,  earth,  and  feas  explore. 


Have  fent  fuch  numbers  to  the  Stx^ian  fhore 


O  i 
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^hun  thou  fuch  bafe  potations ;  oft  I've  thought 
Vly  fpan  was  (hort'ned  by  the  noxious  draught. — 
But  foft,  my  friend  ! — is  this  the  foil,  the  clime. 
That  teaches  Granta's  tuneful  fons  to  rhime? 
Dn  me  unfavoury  vapours  feem  to  fix, 
Worfe  than  Cocytvs  or  the  pools  of  Styx  ; 
Infpir'd  by  fogs  of  this  How -winding  Cam, 

0  fay,  docs prefumc  thy  ftrains  to  damn  ? 

Heed  not  that  raifcrcant's  tcngue  ;  purfuc  thy  wa}  s 
Regardlefs  of  his  cenfure,  or  his  praife. 


Guide.]  But  if  any  old  lady,  knight,  priefl,  or  phyfician. 
Should  condemn  me  for  printing  a  fecond  edition. 
If  good  madam  Sqjjintum  my  work  fhould  abufe. 
May  I  venture  to  give  her  a  fmack  of  my  Mufe  ? 


Ghost.] 
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Ghost.]     By  all  manner  of  means  ;    if  thou  find'ft"] 


that  the  cafe, 

Tbo'  ihe  cant,  whine,  and  pray,  never  mind  her  grimace, 

*  ■, 

Take  the  mafk  from  Iier  d-ran'd  hvDOcritical  face. 


> 


Guide.]    Come  on  then,    ye  Mufes,    I'll  laugh  down 
my  day. 
In  fpite  of  them  all  will  I  carol  my  lay  ; 
But  perifli  my  voice,  and  untun'd  be  my  lyre. 
If  my  ver-fe  one  indelicate  thought  lliail  infpire  : 
Ye  angels  !  who  watch  o'er  the  flurabering  fair, 
Protedl  their  fweet  dreams,  make  their  virtue  your  care  ! 
Bear  witnefs  yon  moon,  the  chafte  em.prefs  of  night ! 
Yon  flars  that  diffufe  the  pure  heavenly  light ! 


How 
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How  oft  have  I  mourn'd  that  fuch  blame  fhould  accrue 

From  one  v/icked  letter  of  pious  Mifs  Prue  ! 

May  th's  lazy  ftream,  who  to  Granta  bellows 

Philofophical  flumbers  and  learned  repofe. 

To  Granta,  fweet  Granta,  (where  dudiouG  of  eafc 

Scvca  }cars  did  I  fleep,  and  then  lou  my  *  degrees) 

May  this  drowzy  current  (as  oft  he  is  wont) 

O'crHow  all  my  hay,  may  my  dogs  never  hunt. 

May  thofe  ills  to  torment  me,  thofe  curfes  confpire. 

Which  fo  oft  plague  and  crufh  an  unfortunate  'Squire, 

Some  may'r  to  cajole  me,  fome  lawyer  to  chowfe. 

For  aft'ven  months  feat  in  the  parliament-houfe. 

There  to  finifh  my  nap,  for  the  good  of  the  nation, 

'Wake — frank — and  be  thank "d — by  the  whole  corporation. 

*  Vide  Univerfity  P^egiiler,  Proftors  Books,  &-c. 


Then 
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Then  a  poor  tenant  come,  when  my  cafh  is  all  fpent. 
With  a  bag  full  of  tax-bills  to  pay  me  his  rent ; 
And  O  !  may  fome  daemon,  tho-fe  plagues  to  complete. 
Give  me  tajfe  to  bnpro've  an  old  family  feat 
By  laivnhig  an  hundred  good  acres  of  wheat ! 
Such  ills  be  my  portion,  and  others  much  worfe. 
If  flander  or  calumny  poifon  my  verfe. 
If  ever  my  well-behav'd  Mufe  Ihall  appear 
Indecently  droll,  unpolitely  fevere. 


Good  ladies,  uncenfur'd  Bath's  plea{*ures  purfue. 
May  the  fprings  of  old  Bladud  rour  graces  renew  ! 
I  never  fliall  mingle  with  gall  the  pure  ftream. 
But  make  your  examples  and  virtue  my  theme : 


! 

J 
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Nor  fear,  yc  fwcct  virgins,  that  aught  I  Ihall  fpeak 
To  call  the  fweet  bliifh  o'er  your  innocent  cheek. 
O  !  frown  not,  if  haply  your  poet  once  mors 
Should  feck,  the  delightful  Anjoniatt  inQiHt 
Where  oft  he  the  winter's  dull  feafon  beguiles. 
Drinks  health,  life,  and  jcy,  from  your  heavenly  fmilcs. 


To  the  Ghost. 
For  thee,  -who,  to  viflt  ihefe  regions  of  fpleen, 
Deign'ft  to  quit  the  fweet  vales  of  perpetual  green, 
Forfake,  happy  Shade,  this  Bceotian  air, ' 
Fly  hence,  to  Eljf.um%  pure  ether  repair. 


1 


RovvE,  Dryden,  and  Gtway — thy  Shakespeare  is 
there  : 


y 


The 


(-   ^ss    } 


J 15 


There  Thomson,  poor  Thomson,  ingenuous  bard. 

Shall  equal  thy  friendllilp,  thy  kindnefs  reward. 

Thy  praife  in  raellifluous  numbers  prolong. 

Who  cherifl-i'd  his  Mufe  and  gave  life  to  h's  fong. 

And  O  may  thy  genius,  bleft  {pirit,  impart 

To  me  the  fame  virtues  that  glow'd  in  thy  heart, 

lo  me,  with  thy  talents  convivial,  give 

The  art  to  enjoy  the  fhort  time  I  fhall  live  ; 

Give  manly,  give  rational  mirth  to  my  foul. 

O'er  the  fecial  Aveet  joys  of  the  full -flowing  bowl  ! 

£o  ne'er  may  vile  fcribblers  thy  memory  ftain,  -\ 

Thy  forcible  wit  may  no  blockheads  profane. 

Thy  faults  be  forgotten,  thy  virtues  remain. 


J 


Farewell ! 

lien 
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Farewell  !  may  the  turf  where  thy  cold  reliques  reft. 
Bear  herbs,  odoriferous  herbs  o'er  thy  breaft, 
^"heir  heads  ihytne,  and  Jf^gey  and  pot-marjoram  wave. 
And  fat  be  the  gander  that  feeds  on  thy  grave. 


T    I    N    I    S. 
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